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    My New Stepsister 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mom.” The kitchen clock ticked loudly in the small room. It’s not my clock. It’s not my kitchen, not really. I mean, I pay the rent. The place came furnished with all kinds of crap that’s not to my taste, but hey - it saves me buying furniture. 
 
    “OK, Mom. Don’t worry about it.” It’s not a bad deal, either, this place. Good for now, anyway, while I sort my life out. New job, new city, new life. It’s exciting, but it can be overwhelming sometimes. Especially when it clashes with the old life I left behind at home. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s fine. I don’t care. It’s - Mom, it’s fine. I’m fine with it.” Mothers. She likes to worry, my mom. She pretends she doesn’t, but she really does. It’s her main hobby in life, and family holidays offer a perfect opportunity for her to start stressing over every detail, as though the fate of the universe depends on her getting the stuffing exactly right. Ok, I admit that this Thanksgiving is going to be a little different. A lot different, really. But I don’t care that she remarried. I’m happy for her. Her new husband is a decent guy, and even if their engagement was short, they’ve known each other forever. I’m ok with it. She just likes to worry about it, that’s all. 
 
    “Yes, Mom. I’ll be there. No, I haven’t booked the flight yet. I know. I know. I will. There’ll be - Mom, I will. I’ll do it this week. Yes. Yes, I know. Well, yeah, pretty busy, actually. No, I don’t want you to do it. I can handle it. It’s - Mom. Mom, I gotta go. I gotta go, Mom. Ok. Love you. Bye.” The phone screen lit up as the call ended, after what seemed like days of purest nonsense. Honestly, the day Mom stops worrying is the day I’ll start to worry. That’s how I’ll know there’s really something wrong. But all this obsessing over every little detail - it’s exhausting. Oh well, I tell myself. Soon I’ll be home, and I’ll have to deal with it in person. I wasn’t lying. I really did have to go. Pouring my coffee into the stained aluminum mug I take to work with me, I grabbed my coat and dashed out of the door. I made it to the bus stop up the street just in time to see the lumbering vehicle approaching, its windows steamed from the moist breath of a crowd of passengers. Elbows and shoulders and knees brushed against the limbs of strangers as I fought for a position in the crowded bus. Near the back doors, there’s a little more space, but everyone knows that and clots together there in a crowd, blocking the exit for everyone else. Still, that’s where I found myself, gripping the blue rail overhead and trying not to think of all the filthy hands that had touched that same handrail before me. Every time another passenger coughed, a horrible deep-throated rumble rising from some steaming shape that was lucky enough to get a seat, I winced. I gotta get a car, I thought to myself for the thousandth time. Not that simple, though, is it? 
 
    At least I have a job. Software testing. It’s not what I wanted to do, and not what I went to school for. The pay’s nothing to brag about - if it was, I wouldn’t be riding the bus along with a crowd of kids and old folks and minimum wage slaves, inching through the city streets among the crowds of cars driven by those who’ve been luckier in life. That first job out of school is tough to get, and when my buddy told me that this company was hiring graduates straight out of school, I didn’t have much choice. It was that, or go home. And I really don’t want to go home. I have friends from school who had to do that, moving back in with their parents after they got their degrees and looking for work in their hometown. And hey, that’s cool if that’s you. But it’s not me. I want to stay in the city, where at least there are things to do. If you have money. Which I don[G1]’t.[G2] 
 
    Maybe you’d have more money if you didn’t spend it so stupidly, the voice inside my head hissed while I swayed to the rhythm of the rocking bus as it suddenly lurched forward, and stopped just as suddenly. You can’t help it. Got to think of something, on the long ride to work. But it would be nice, wouldn’t it, if my thoughts didn’t always circle around the same useless themes? I’m like a broken record. And while the bus stumbled as though drunk through the rush hour traffic, I wearily went to war with the same thoughts that plagued me, each and every day. 
 
    Look, it’s like this. I’m just a young guy trying to build a life for myself in the city, along with thousands of others. After school, me and my friends went our separate ways. The lucky ones got jobs, some of them in other towns, other states, right across the country. The unlucky ones went home, to face parents trying to hide their disappointment - or not. My friend Jimmy texts me all the time about how his dad won’t get off his ass about getting a job, as though it’s just that simple. I’m one of the lucky ones, even if it doesn’t always feel that way. I got a job, and I make enough to pay the rent, which will hopefully go down once I find a more permanent place to live. I even make enough for a little bit of - let’s call it discretionary spending. I just wish I didn’t feel so bad about it all the time. 
 
    The girls are always the same. As a matter of fact, I’ve gotten to know a few of them over the past few months. Blonde, always. Blue eyes, preferably. A lot of them wear contacts, and that’s fine by me. I don’t need to know. Always on the slender side. I like boobs and butts as much as the next guy, but it’s an athletic female body that really does it for me. I’m not sure anyone would call any of these girls athletes, but they at least have to look the part. I know, I know. I’m a bad person. But I’m not dangerous. I’d never harm these women, never in a million years. They’re just providing a service, and if it wasn’t illegal, they wouldn’t have half the problems they currently meet in their line of work. That’s what I tell myself. I’m nice to them. I’m their favorite customer; that’s what one or two of them tell me. And I’m cynical enough to suspect they say that to lots of guys, but dumb enough to hope that it might actually be true. I’m no saint. I never claimed to be. Believe me, I’m plenty disgusted with myself. Don’t need you to be disgusted with me. 
 
    And who has time for dating? I couldn’t afford it anyway. There are girls out there, my age, who’ll go on a date just for a free meal, and I’m not saying that’s all of them, or even most of them, or anything like that. I’m just saying, dating’s expensive. And it doesn’t work. Not for me. I’m not much to look at, after all. And my social skills are virtually non-existent. 
 
    The bus groans under the weight of the passengers, bracing themselves as the vehicle swings around a sharp turn. Almost there, finally. It’s hard to see where we are through the thick condensation that clouds the windows. Streetlights turn to orange smears; the sun is only just beginning to show itself. I hate the winter, even though it’s barely started. I hate this constant drip of negativity I feed myself, internally questioning every choice I ever made as I ride the bus to work, trapped in a cycle of living hand-to-mouth and dimly hoping something better comes along. There are a million guys like me out there. I see them all the time. I can pick a fellow traveler out of the crowd, just by the slump of his shoulders, or the eyes that are more tired than a young man[G3]’s should be. A lost generation, denied all the things our fathers took for granted. A career. A home. A wife and family. These seem now like impossible dreams, when once they were practically givens.[G4] 
 
    But there’s one difference between me and all those other guys out there like me. The difference is that I know exactly where it all went wrong. [G5] 
 
    * 
 
    She came to me in my dreams so often that she became as familiar as my own reflection. More familiar, even, because we see ourselves only in pieces as we go about mundane grooming tasks, distorted and reversed, pulling faces we never would in day to day life. I saw her in every angle and n every light, smiling, laughing, her face glowing with ecstasy, edged with light. Year after year, the images stayed with me, haunting me, tormenting me, waiting for me every time I closed my eyes. And if I sought her everywhere, in the faces of the whores down by the docks or the lackluster features of the few girls I took on dates and embarked on short-lived relationships that fizzled and died, I never found anything that could compare with the visions inside my head. Nothing stood up to the memory of her. Nothing could wipe her image from my mind. [G6][G7] 
 
    And she barely even knew that I existed.  
 
    For four years in school, I sat right behind her. Four years of longing, four years of utter frustration, the kind of all-consuming passion that seems to fade once we leave school. For four years, I could feel every movement she made, as though her flawless skin crackled with electricity to make my hair stand on end, as though the air between us was filled with invisible threads that connected me to her, packed as densely as fiber optic cable, and only I could see it. Only me. Because while she knew my name, that was about it. We ran in different circles. She was pretty and smart and popular, and every boy in school wanted her - if not with the sharp-edged clarity of my obsession, then at least with more success than me. She’d never talk to a loser like me. I wasn’t smart enough to be a nerd, but I was socially awkward enough for an entire math club. And while I like to think that in the subsequent years, I’ve grown into myself, improving my social skills while my looks took care of themselves, I’ve never been able to escape the shadow of the kid I used to be. He’s in there still, to this day, still feeling victimized and angry at the world, the way only a boy with his nose pressed against the cold glass that separates him from love and light can be.  
 
    I never did anything, of course. I never got up the courage to ask her out, and I’m glad I didn’t. I know what the answer would have been. She’d have laughed, and tossed that silky blonde hair, and rushed off to mock me with her cool friends. School ended, and we parted, and even though I kept her in my head, her image shining before me constantly while I was away at college, I knew she’d forgotten me. She’d have no cause to think of me ever again, and my name and face would sink back into the undifferentiated cloud of kids who even I don’t remember anymore, and that would have been that. 
 
    Until the wedding. 
 
    Look, I was happy for Mom. She and Dad split up when I was in fifth grade, and she’d been alone a long time. I don’t know, to this day, if she was waiting for me to go away to school before she took the plunge, or whether things just worked out that way. We’ve never talked about it. I was glad that she had a new man in her life, and Steve seemed like an OK kind of guy, as far as that goes. But why did he have to be Sophie’s dad? 
 
    At the wedding, she looked incredible. I hadn’t seen her since high school, and all the memories that had turned to fantasies over the years paled in comparison at the sight of her, in the flesh. The years since high school had been kind to her. She’d filled out, but only in the right places, womanhood agreeing with her and adding an irresistible sex appeal to her established prettiness. She wore a green silk dress that shimmered when she walked, clinging tightly to her spreading hips as she danced under the flailing spotlights, and I drank fake champagne sullenly and tried to smile every time my mom caught my eye. It was supposed to be her day, and I hoped to hell that she didn’t think I was upset about her wedding. I wasn’t. I just wished it hadn’t brought Sophie back into my life.  
 
    And then it happened. The day turned to night, and the drink kept flowing, and the more peripheral guests slowly trickled away, leaving only the core group of relatives who wanted to party. From my lonely vantage point at a table near the back of the rented hall, my eyes followed Sophie as she worked the crowd. A natural extrovert. She had that way of connecting to people that was completely foreign to a guy like me, her smile setting total strangers at ease and making them want to connect with her. Meanwhile, I had slowly cleared the table, my sullen loneliness spreading like oil over the surface of the sea and pushing other guests away. I tried not to stare, tried not to study the way her silk dress clung to her thighs as she moved, the swell of her breasts pushing against the glossy fabric, even as I could feel the images I was seeing burning themselves onto my brain. I scowled down at my empty glass, the faint dizziness of intoxication doing nothing to calm the tumult raging inside me. As someone sat down on the empty seat to my left, I looked up. My stomach convulsed, as though shuddering under the weight of sparkling wine and party food, and my heart kicked like a jump-started car, and my blood began to burn in my veins like acid until I thought steam would start shooting out of my ears. Sophie. It was Sophie sitting next to me, bending her body onto the lucky chair beside me with her slinky dress making me jealous of the way it gripped her body. Her blonde hair glowed with a sheen of its own as her head lolled, and as she smiled at me with a smile that made my heart erupt in green flame, I could see that she was drunk. 
 
    “So, our folks are getting hitched,” she said, slurring the words just a little as they fell from her glossy pink lips. “Did you see this coming?” 
 
    “No,” I said. And in that instant, I was right back in high school again, every inch the awkward teen I used to be, trying to make my treacherous mouth form the words it had no problem saying when Sophie wasn’t around. “I - I knew Mom was seeing someone, but she never said who. And I didn’t know about the wedding until, like, two months ago.” 
 
    “Spontaneous.” Sophie’s hair swayed from side to side as she nodded. “I like that. It’s good, you know? That at their age, they can still, y’know, be spontaneous.” I nodded dumbly. Frankly, I didn’t care. Her perfume swept over me like a drug, fed by the warmth of her body, and those invisible wires were back as though they had never left, had only gone dormant, tighter than ever now that we were so close. I don’t think I’d ever been so physically close to her, her hip practically pressed against mine as we sat side by side, and whatever magic drew me to her so powerfully, it seemed only to grow the closer she got. Over the pounding of my heart, I could hardly hear myself think. 
 
    “So I guess I have a brother now,” Sophie smiled. Her glassy eyes twinkled, and I got the distinct feeling that she was aiming at something specific. As though I was embroiled in some game that I didn’t know the rules of, but was doomed to be a part of anyway.  
 
    “Yeah, I guess,” I said, squirming uncomfortably. The title sat uneasily with me. We were both only children, Sophie and me, living examples of the declining birth rates in the Western world. I didn’t want to think of her that way. Not after the way I had been thinking of her, all these years, postured and prone or else high and haughty, giving indescribable pleasure or else demanding it for herself. The idea of her being part of my family, even if there was no blood relation between us, made me distinctly uneasy. “Stepbrother, anyway,” I said while she smiled, as though reiterating the distance could somehow make this whole bizarre situation more comfortable. My high school crush was now my stepsister. What a turn of events.  
 
    “I never had a brother,” Sophie said. The bright blue of her eyes was dimmed as she lowered her lids, her thickly painted lashes casting barred shadows across her cheeks. She was so beautiful in the soft light that drifted over us from the spotlights above the dance floor, casting everything in a rosy pink glow. And when her hand rested on my leg under the table, I felt jolts of electricity flow through my body until my head felt like it was about to explode. [G8] 
 
    “Wh - what are you doing?” As soon as the words tumbled from my mouth, I regretted them. She’s touching you, you idiot, I screamed at myself internally. She’s never touched you before. Go with it! Sophie’s long hair revealed the pale skin of her bare shoulder as she raised her head to smile at me again.  
 
    “We never really hung out in high school,” she said. No kidding, I thought, but managed to keep it to myself this time while my brain went to war with itself. How could we? She was a princess, and I was some awkward loser. We sat mere feet from each other, but we lived in different worlds. And now all those old barriers were tumbling down, obliterated by the touch of her hand on my shaking leg. I felt as though I should pinch myself and make sure that this wasn’t one of the thousand dreams I had had about her, that started just like this.  
 
    “You don’t know me that well,” Sophie went on. I didn’t argue, any more than I tried to stop her hand as it crept inexorably up my leg. “No one really does,” she said. “See, I’m kind of fucked up.” That was matched by a dazzling smile, her bright eyes peering deep into my own as though she was trying to read my thoughts right off the surface of my brain. I was having a hard enough time knowing what to think myself. All of this felt utterly surreal, like the set-up to some elaborate prank. With eyes that strained against the low light, I peered around the reception hall. No one was looking our way. Those who weren[G9]’t dancing were at the bar getting sloshed, or else picking over the remains of the buffet, on a third or fourth helping. Sophie and I were off to one side at the back of the room, in a bubble of our own. A bubble where all normal laws of the universe seemed to be suspended. A bubble where a girl like her would so much as talk to a guy like me, let alone run her hand ever higher up his leg.  
 
    “I have, like, ideas,” she said, staring straight at me now with a clarity that was almost intimidating. “Like, if I’m not supposed to do something, then I just have to do it. You know what I mean?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I lied. The truth was, apart from the occasional indiscretion here and there - the girls plying their wares down by the port, for instance - I tended to follow the rules. Not by any great belief in traditions and institutions, though. If anything, I’d put it down to a lack of imagination. Even my sins, I realize as I look back now, where of an entirely pedestrian nature. But behind Sophie’s blue eyes, a dark world glittered seductively. 
 
    “You do?” she said, her white teeth showing as she gave a broad smile that made my insides melt like dropped ice cream on a summer sidewalk. “Do you have all those naughty impulses, too?” 
 
    “Of course,” I breathed, faking a confidence I didn’t feel. Sure, I had impulses. I’m a young guy, after all, and we all have needs. I wasn’t sure exactly what kind of impulses Sophie was talking about, but I was completely sure that I wasn’t about to risk saying the wrong thing, the way I always did, and stop the progress her hand was making along my upper thigh.  
 
    “Oh my God!” Sophie giggled. “I never knew!” No, Sophie, you never knew. I went to great pains to make sure you never knew. I was sure you’d be disgusted, back in high school, if you knew of the way I thought about you. And maybe you would have been, back then. But time changes us all, and I was no more the timid boy I was then than you were the shallow princess that seemed to float through the hallways in a coterie of courtiers, oblivious to the existence of guys like me.  
 
    “You know what we should do.” Sophie’s eyes took on a wicked, almost predatory look, a look that made a cold thrill run down my spine as I gazed at her unstoppable beauty. I sat up with a jolt as her hand reached between my legs, gripping my cock through the front of my thin suit pants. My manhood lurched in her grip, already half-hard from the teasing journey of her hand up my leg, and I sucked in shuddering gulps of air as my blood throbbed in her grip. 
 
    “There’s a broom closet in the hallway,” she smiled. “Why don’t you and me go have some fun?” She didn’t need to ask twice. Whatever last remnants of rational thought I had fled away at the touch of her hand like clouds blown across a tattered blue sky, and my chair scraped against the floor as I quickly stood. Sophie stood too, smoothing her dress over her thighs as she did. She took my hand loosely in hers, leading me behind her as I clumsily followed, her ass swaying from side to side beneath the green silk and making my cock throb in my pants. Whether this was a dream or not, I no longer cared. Either way, it was the best thing that had ever happened to me. [G10][G11] 
 
    The music from the hall grew quieter as we turned a corner into the hallway. I looked around nervously, but there was nobody in sight. Sophie’s hand was soft and warm in mine as she led me unerringly towards an unmarked door that swung open to her touch. Mops and brooms stood in one corner among rough wooden shelves bristling with various cleaning products, and the small room was heavy with the acrid smell of bleach. I didn’t care. I’d have followed her anywhere, and as I quickly pulled the door shut behind me, she took the front of my shirt in both her hands and pulled me to her mouth. 
 
    When our lips met, it was as though all the stunted years of my young life melted away. I forgot about everything, forgot even who I was, and lost myself in the sudden rush of physical pleasure as her tongue explored my mouth. I could feel her boobs pressed against my chest, the soft flesh calling to me, and as she reached down with one hand to take hold of my throbbing manhood, I rained kisses down on her elegant neck, following the humming warmth of her veins down to her heart. The soft sigh that she gave as I pressed my trembling lips to her cleavage carved splinters of flesh from me as it etched itself onto my heart forever. It was everything I had dreamed of for so long, and so much more. No dream could compete with this reality, my hands on her hips as the green dress slid over her equally silky skin, my own body ablaze with ferocious desire.  
 
    And Sophie was not idle. While I worshiped her body with my mouth, she unfastened the front of my pants, her hand stroking my cock as it sprang forth and making me moan as I pressed my mouth to her beloved flesh. I felt my knees growing weak, the skin tightening as my arousal surged. And Sophie knew exactly what she was doing. When her free hand crept up to my shoulder and gripped tight, it took me only a moment to understand what she wanted. Encouraged by the pressure of her hands, I sank to my knees in the tight space of the broom closet. 
 
    Sophie looked down at me as I kneeled at her feet, her face flushed with desire, her downcast eyes glittering above her intoxicating smile. For all my dreams and fantasies of her over the years, she had never looked as gorgeous as she did as she loomed above me, and I kneeled like a penitent in front of my goddess. Her dress shimmered like a shifting curtain of falling green water as she reached up under it and removed her panties, dropping them in an instant to the floor. Her thighs shone as she hiked up her skirt, and it was all I could do not to groan out loud as her naked pussy came into view, the lips swollen and flecked with moisture beneath the yellow patch of her trimmed pubic hair. 
 
    “Lick me,” she said, gathering up her dress in one hand while the other pulled my head towards her. I shuffled forward, my knees touching her toes as I gratefully pressed my mouth to her pussy. She sighed again as my hands reached around her, cupping her glorious ass as I pulled her closer. My cock surged as I heard her moan, her body responding as I slipped my tongue between her lips, and the divine taste of her filled my mouth as I probed and licked and devoured the most delicious thing I had ever tasted.  
 
    Sophie moaned and groaned above me, safe in the knowledge that the nose of the party would drown out her cries. Raising one leg, she hooked it over my shoulder, allowing me greater access to her sex while her thin heel scraped across my back. I bobbed my head as I licked and lapped, grinding my mouth against her as though trying to enter her completely. 
 
    I felt her taste suddenly change, becoming stronger as her pussy clenched around my tongue. The sudden rush of her fluids engulfed me, and I smiled as she screamed at the ceiling of the tiny room, the white walls shaking with the music of her lust. I had made her cum. There was no doubt of that, as the juices of her pleasure dripped from my thin. While her spasm swelled and passed, I leaned back and rose to my feet. Taking her narrow waist in my hands, I stepped forward. My cock reached for her, pressing against her thigh, the dark head straining towards the ready wetness between her legs. [G12] 
 
    Her hand on my chest stopped me.  
 
    “That’s enough,” she said. Her eyes were glassy as they looked into mine, her cheeks still flushed with the orgasm I had given her. Her breasts swelled in the top of her dress as she breathed quickly, and every inch of her served only to further inflame my lust. My cock leaped at the entrance to the pussy I had craved for so long, without any hope of ever making her mine. I blinked in confusion. 
 
    “Come on,” I said. “I did you.” My neck bent as I lunged for her, pressing my lips to her neck before she pushed my head away. 
 
    “No,” Sophie said firmly. “Stop it.” She was smiling no longer. “I’m not going to have sex with you.” 
 
    “But…” My voice cracked as I tried to plead with her. “You were - you said…” 
 
    “I just wanted to have some fun, brother,” Sophie purred, as the devious smile returned to her lips. “And I did. Don’t act like going down on me wasn’t fun for you.” She giggled as she tapped my hard cock with a single finger, making it bounce between us. “But that’s enough. For now. We have a wedding to attend.” Her green dress shimmered as she pulled it back down. Stepping out of her panties, she left them on the floor of the broom closet as she pushed past me, opening the door and making me scramble to hide myself from the empty hallway. In a gust of perfume that mingled with the taste of her orgasm still clinging to my lips, she was gone. She was gone, and I was left alone in a closet that smelled of cleaning products with an erection that would not go down.  
 
    Bending to the floor, I picked up her panties, still warm from her body, and shoved them into my pocket before wrestling my cock back into my pants. I couldn’t understand any of what had just happened. But I knew I’d never be able to forget it. 
 
    * 
 
    Waking from my daydream, I reached for the red button to ask the bus to stop. Pushing my way through the faceless crowd, I hurried towards the back door. I’d almost missed my stop, haunted as always by memories of Sophie. As I stepped out into the cool morning air and the groaning bus rolled away behind me, I took a deep breath, and let it out in a sigh that steamed and boiled in a shifting white cloud in front of my mouth. 
 
    I hadn’t seen Sophie since the wedding. But she would be at Thanksgiving; my mom had confirmed that. And I was dreading it. But as I walked down the block from the bus stop, heading towards the front door of the office, I couldn’t hide from myself the fact that I was looking forward to it, too.  
 
      
 
    My Stepsister’s Plan 
 
      
 
      
 
    When I saw her again, my heart stopped. 
 
    That’s not a figure of speech. As I walked through the door of Mom’s house, my heart quite literally froze. For a moment, all was silence, my body frozen as though the life had been snatched out of me in an instant. Then my heart lurched back into life, beating twice as fast as though it was trying to make up for the beat it had skipped, and I became light-headed as the blood raced through my skull. Why does my body betray me like this? As though it had become my enemy, doing its best to keep me off-balance, unsure of myself, clumsy and awkward. I’ve never had the easiest relationship with the body I’m in, not since puberty came along and hit me like a runaway logging truck. And the years between high school and now had done nothing to make me more comfortable in my own skin. 
 
    All those years melted away at the sight of her. 
 
    I hadn’t seen Sophie since the wedding. Almost my last sight of her had been her walking away from me, disappearing into the crowd while the taste of her still lingered on my lips. Even then, right after it had happened, I had the uncanny feeling that everything I had experienced in the tiny broom closet with my new stepsister was some sort of strange, erotic dream. And as the years passed and I replayed the memory again and again, it achieved the unreal patina of fantasy. Every moment of our encounter danced before my eyes again and again, and I sought the image of Sophie through a parade of whores, searching for something I knew could only be found in one place. And now there she was, in front of me, in the flesh, some magical creature born from my deepest, most treasured dreams to walk in the light of the real world. Sophie.  
 
    I watched, my mouth suddenly dry, as she uncoiled herself from the couch. I realized I was staring, but there was nothing I could do about it. There was nothing I wanted to do about it. Mom was behind me, just coming through the door as I walked into the living room, and in front of me, there was only Sophie. Sophie, walking towards me, her blonde hair pulled back from her face in two golden braids held together behind her head. Sophie, her shining eyes the blue of a shallow sea, warm and inviting, glittering with the smile that lifted her pink lips. Sophie, the girl I had loved with the hopeless love of a lonely teenager. The girl I had never forgotten. My step sister. 
 
    “Hi, Ben.” My stomach contracted into tight knots as she wrapped her arms around me. I could feel the warmth that rose from her body, the fragrant softness of her skin, and it turned my head like liquor on an empty stomach. My palms were damp. I returned her hug, as carefully as though she was made of glass, my hips held awkwardly back away from her. I didn’t want her to feel the all-too-obvious evidence of my excitement, pressing against the toned muscle of her thigh through the jeans she wore, so tight they looked as though they had been painted on. As our embrace broke and she pulled away, those sparkling eyes looked me up and down, and I felt totally exposed, as though I was being scanned by some powerful X-ray that could see right down to the bone. Like she could see my thoughts in a cartoon bubble above my head, and they amused her. Was it just me, or did her eyes flicker, just briefly, over my crotch? Did her smile deepen, just a fraction? I hunched forward, stooping my shoulders. I don[G13]’t know how she did it, but just being near her turned me immediately back into the awkward kid I used to be, when we were in school together. 
 
    “Hi Sophie,” I said and cleared my throat. “How’s it going?”[G14] 
 
    “Good,” she smiled. Her voice lingered just a little on the O sound, drawing it out playfully in a way that made all kinds of wild visions flash through my mind. It was right there, between us as we stood in the living room of her father’s house. Our time in the broom closet at our parent’s wedding. She might hide it better than me, but there was no way she had forgotten. But while the memory made me blush, fluttering around me like a stubborn mosquito no matter how hard I tried to bat it away, it seemed only to increase Sophie’s natural confidence. Poise. That’s what she had. A fuckton of poise. And why shouldn’t she be confident? The hottest girl in school had grown into a truly beautiful young woman. The world belongs to people like Sophie. It bends over backwards for them. And people like me have to struggle. That’s just the way it is. 
 
    “Sophie got here yesterday,” Mom said as she bustled past breathlessly. She’s always breathless. That’s how she was made, I guess. If she wasn’t fussing over someone or something, she wouldn’t know what to do with herself. She’s in her element at times like this. To the untrained eye, it might look like she was overworked, run ragged by the effort to create the perfect family holiday. But I know better. My mother excels at turning a hiccup into a disaster, and a disaster into a catastrophe, all so she can have something to busy herself with. She’s not comfortable unless she’s in at least a small-scale panic. The demands of the holidays are perfect for her. “Doesn’t she look lovely, Ben?” Mom prattled on. “And she’s doing really well in school, aren’t you?” Sophie smiled sheepishly and said nothing. Mom was as proud of her new husband’s daughter as though it was her own. Probably she’d sensed the awkwardness between us, and she was working hard to overcome it. But Mom had no idea of the source of it all. She wanted us to get along, to become close. Little did she know just how close we’d gotten, and her and Chuck’s wedding. If she knew - well, she didn’t. No one did. Thank God for that.[G15] 
 
    “Sit down, sit down.” Mom flapped her arms like a stout pigeon coming in for a landing, and I made my way to an armchair while Sophie took back her seat on the sofa. I’d never been to Chuck’s house before. I could see why Mom had moved in with him and sold the place we used to live in together, before I went away to college. This house had to be at least twice the size of our old apartment. Family photos hung on the walls, and I tried not to look. The last thing I needed at that moment was to see a photo of Sophie the way she looked back in high school, when I fell so hard for her. It was hard enough looking at her in the flesh. All those old feelings, the ones I had thought dead and gone, were resurfacing, like glowing wires heating up the inside of my heart. 
 
    “Do you want a drink, honey?” Mom called over her shoulder as she barreled her way towards the kitchen.  
 
    “Sure,” I shrugged.  
 
    “Sophie?” 
 
    “No thanks, Janine,” Sophie said, turning her face slightly towards the kitchen before turning back to me with a smile. “Your mom never lets me help her,” she said. 
 
    “She never lets anyone help,” I said. “She likes to be busy. Just let her do her thing.”  
 
    “She’s so sweet.” Sophie sat back against the sofa as Mom reappeared with a cold glass of cola in her hand. Did I seem like a spoiled brat, letting my mom wait on me hand and foot like this? Why did I care what I seemed like? God, it was all coming back to me again, the almost painful self-consciousness that overwhelmed me whenever I was near Sophie. While Mom headed back to the kitchen, I took a sip of my drink, and the ice clinked against the glass, and on the sofa beside me. Sophie watched. 
 
    “Where’s Chuck?” I asked, for something to say. My mom’s new husband, Sophie’s dad, was a decent enough guy, or at least he seemed so on the few times I’d met him. We didn’t have a lot in common, and it’s awkward to be forced into a family with a guy you don’t know all that well. But he made my mom happy. And he clearly took good care of her. I’d forgotten what he did for a living, though I knew I had been told at least once before. With Sophie’s clear blue eyes boring a hole into my skull, it was hard to focus. [G16] 
 
    “He had to go into work. Just for a while,” Mom answered from the kitchen. “He’ll be back soon. Oh my God!” Sophie’s eyes went wide, and she turned to me uncertainly. 
 
    “What?” I called. No answer. Sophie looked as though she was about to get up from her chair to see what had happened. “Mom, what?” 
 
    “I forgot the asparagus!”I sighed. Sophie sank back into her chair with a smile. I slowly shook my head. 
 
    “It’s OK,” I said. “We can live without asparagus.” 
 
    “No.” I couldn’t see Mom, hidden from me by a bend of the wall that led to the kitchen. But I didn’t need to. My whole life, I’d witnessed that firm shake of her head that she was no doubt doing right at that moment, the firm decision to take action that nobody could talk her out of. “No, I’ll have to go and get some. It won’t take long.”[G17] 
 
    “I can go get it, Janine,” Sophie offered.  
 
    “Don’t bother,” I said in a low voice. “She won’t hear of it.” 
 
    “No, no,” Mom sighed as she reappeared in the doorway of the living room. “There’s some other things we probably need anyway. It’ll take two seconds. You just wait here - I’ll be back soon. Where’s my purse?” In a flurry of inefficient activity, she roamed around the house before finding what she was looking for on the kitchen counter. Sophie smiled again as Mom called out her goodbyes, the door swinging shut behind her. A moment later, her car started, and I listened to her back out of the driveway in the silence that followed her exit. 
 
    I hate small talk. It’s not a skill I ever really mastered. And Sophie being - well, Sophie - made it twice as difficult as it usually was. I racked my brain, and turned up nothing. There was a howling desert between my ears as I tried to come up with something to break the awful silence between us. I couldn’t ask her how school was going; I wasn’t some elderly uncle. I can’t stand to talk about the weather. And while I sat in an armchair, gazing blankly around the living room and trying to think of what my next move should be, Sophie opened her mouth and solved my little dilemma for me.  
 
    “Wanna fuck?” she said. 
 
    “What?” I spluttered. For a horrible moment, I thought I was hallucinating. All the way there, as the plane throbbed its way through the bright air, I had tried to rehearse in my head how my meeting with my new stepsister would go. Should we talk about what had happened between us, at the wedding, if the opportunity arose? Or was it better left unsaid? How do you start a conversation like that? Even in the car, when Mom picked me up from the airport and nattered at me about all the things that had been going on with family members I don’t care about at all, it was this I had been thinking of. And Sophie simply opened her mouth and removed all uncertainty with a few words. 
 
    “Do you want to fuck me?” Her hair shone yellow as she leaned forward, her hands gripping her knees. She said the words slowly, precisely, as though she was talking to an exceptionally dumb person. Which she was, I suppose. With all the blood being diverted to the erection that instantly rose in my pants, I can[G18]’t say I was exactly at my intellectual best. 
 
    “Are - are you serious?” I gasped. Sophie shrugged, as though it was the most normal thing in the world. 
 
    “It’s a simple question,” she said. “Do you want to fuck me, or not?” 
 
    I know this is hard to believe. I barely believe it myself, and I was there. Women like Sophie don’t talk like that. And they’re not interested in guys like me. The prostitutes where I live pretend to like me, but they’re just doing their jobs. I long ago got used to the idea that I was never going to be the kind of guy that women flocked to. The best I could do, I always thought, was try to make a lot of money and then find someone. For all my wild fantasies, I never let myself believe that that someone might be Sophie Baker, the honest-to-God girl of my dreams. 
 
    And as she sat, waiting for my answer, her eyes like two blue whirlpools that threatened to drag me under, a strange feeling came over me. A sort of abandon, a wildness, a deep hunger that spread through my core and overcame my usual caution. Every cell in my body cried out for her, swamping my rational sense, demanding the bright bliss of annihilation. I’m no virgin, and I’m no saint. I do what I have to do when it comes to the sexual needs every man has. But sex with Sophie - that would be something else. Comparing my sad little adventures with blonde hookers to a night of passion with the girl I had been longing for over the past I-don’t-know-how-many-years would be like comparing a cigarette lighter with a star. Sophie smiled, and I realized that my head was nodding. 
 
    “Yes,” I said, my voice suddenly hoarse. “Yes, I do.” 
 
    “Of course you do,” Sophie said. “Remember the wedding? How I made you lick my pussy in a closet?” Remember? How could I ever forget? My heart ached, as though it was racing too fast for my body to maintain, the blood roaring in my ears as I nodded frantically. Sophie uncrossed her legs, her tight jeans sighing around the young muscle of her thighs as she stood. 
 
    “I should probably show you your room,” she said with a smoky little smile. My legs felt like numb lumps of wood as I somehow rose to my feet. Sophie turned, and my peripheral vision darkened as I followed her. Everything narrowed down to a bright point as Chuck’s house faded into darkness, and at the end of that tunnel, Sophie alone moved in a bright circle of light. She climbed the stairs ahead of me, her firm round ass straining the stretching denim of her jeans to its absolute limit, and a silent groan echoed inside me. Was this really happening? I wanted to pinch myself. But I focused on her, only on her, ignoring my thoughts and fears and nagging doubts. I’d never wanted anything more than this, and Sophie reached the top of the stairs while I stumble behind her like some tamed beast, my cock raging in my underwear at the promise of what was to come. 
 
    “Here.” Sophie smiled over her shoulder at me as she pushed aside a door. I barely saw the room inside. Dimly, I registered white sheets, white drapes, a black metal bedframe from a hugely popular store that must adorn five million bedrooms across the nation. The bland good taste of a rarely-used spare room; I couldn’t care less. Seized by a sudden impulse, I reached clumsily for Sophie, my hands shaking as I gripped her hips from behind. Sophie giggled as she shook me off, and turned, a smile on her beautiful face as she looked up at me. 
 
    “You’re really hot and bothered, huh?” she grinned. “I bet you can’t believe your luck, can you?[G19]” She was gloating, and I didn’t care. Let her gloat, let her bask in my obvious adoration. Let her do whatever she needed to do in order to give me what I wanted. As she reached out a hand and took my hard member in her fingers through my pants, I groaned loudly. 
 
    “No,” I panted, “I can’t.” I squeezed my eyes shut as her fingers danced over the obvious bulge of my manhood, drawing bright sparks of pleasure from the swirling void inside me. Again I reached for her, and with her free hand, she again pushed my hands playfully away. 
 
    “Don’t be greedy,” she smirked. “Be a good boy, ok? Let’s get those pants off.” Sophie laughed out loud as my hands sprang into action, almost tearing the button off my pants in my haste to undress for her. My cock sprang out, hard and ready, the dark veins boiling under the skin as it throbbed to the beat of my heart. Sophie’s eyes glittered as she watched it sway while I kicked my dropped pants and underwear across the room, and my T-shirt soon followed. I stood before her naked and aroused while she watched me, fully clothed, her delicate fingers teasing my erection again while I shuddered and sighed. [G20] 
 
    “I don’t think I’m going to fuck you,” Sophie said. Her voice was little more than a whisper, and I strained to hear her over the pounding of my own blood like an ocean crashing against a beach in my head. “I don’t think you’re going to be able to please me.” 
 
    “I will,” I babbled, “I swear. I promise. I’ll do whatever you want, just - please, please!” Sophie laughed out loud at the deep need in my voice. There was no point trying to play it cool. She knew exactly how much I wanted her; the evidence was right there in her hand. When her bright eyes turned back to mine, I could see the excitement shining deep in those twin blue pools like gold strewn across the ocean floor. 
 
    “Lie down,” she ordered. Raising her free hand, she pushed against my chest, and I dropped down willingly onto the bed. Sophie continued to push until I lay flat on my back on top of the blanket, my cock jutting upwards obscenely as it pointed at the white ceiling. But to my utter disappointment, Sophie didn’t join me on the bed. She smiled down at me, bent at the waist, her hair falling free around her face and catching the light from outside like spun gold. She was just so beautiful. I never had a chance.  
 
    “Wait here,” she said. “I have an idea.” Her blonde locks swirled around her head as she turned, and disappeared. I watched her go in agony, lying back on the bed in a prison of my own desire. I could hear her in the room next door, in what had to be her own bedroom when she came home from school, and I heard the rolling noise of a drawer being opened. I closed again. Sophie’s light steps made their way back to me, and my cock surged again as she appeared in the doorway with her hands behind her back. 
 
    “If we’re going to do this, we’re going to do it my way. Understand?” I nodded frantically. Her tone was serious, but the bright smile on her face undercut it. The thought that she was excited only added to my arousal, and I squirmed on the bed as she made her way towards me. She took her hands out from behind her, and I saw something in them, a long piece of cloth of some sort. The belt from a dressing gown, I realized. 
 
    “Give me your hands,” she ordered. And while nervousness bloomed in my stomach, barely detectable underneath the rampant arousal I felt, I raised my arms. As she wound the cloth around one of my wrists, I shivered uncontrollably. My stepsister was kinkier than I had imagined. But I didn’t resist while she pinned my wrists back against the headboard and tied them in place. I couldn’t. The mere idea that she was going to play with me was enough to get me to go along with anything she wanted. 
 
    “That’s better,” Sophie smiled down at me once her work was complete. Those bright eyes watched me as I tested the bonds I was in. She’d tied her bathrobe belt in strong knots, immobilizing my hands and fastening me tightly to the headboard. My cock twitched as it pulsed, hungry for her. “You can’t be trusted,” Sophie explained. “So you need to be restrained.” Her words were odd, but I hardly heard them. She was reaching for her belt as she spoke, unfastening the buckle and pulling it free of her jeans. The button of her tight pants came apart next, and I whimpered in desperate desire, the bathrobe cord tightening around my arms as I struggled against it, making Sophie’s smile deeper. She wriggled her way out of her tight jeans, pushing them down to expose what looked like acres of her creamy thighs before kicking them aside, just as I had done. Her shirt came next, exposing herself button by button as she teased me to the point of madness, her breasts pushed together by a lacy blue bra to form a deep and mouth-watering cleavage. As she stripped off her shirt, I groaned loudly as my eyes wandered all over her body, the way my hands longed to. She was perfect. Years of lonely fantasy withered and melted away. I could never, even in my wildest imaginings, capture the true effect her beauty had on me. Her skin was flawless, seeming to glow from within as it moved over the taut muscle beneath. Her boobs jiggled tantalizingly in her bra with every movement she made. Her hands slid down her body as she swung her hips from side to side, her thumbs slipping under the waistband of her panties and gently pulling the elastic down. I moaned again as she slid her panties off, the sight of her swollen pussy causing my cock to leap and lunge as she slowly revealed it. Stepping out of her panties, she dangled the dark blue fabric from one hand, trailing the silky material over my skin while I writhed and gasped. [G21] 
 
    “So this is my new brother’s cock,” she said. I moaned as she tickled the underside of my throbbing manhood with her panties. “Kind of disappointing. I was hoping for something a little - well, bigger.” My cheeks prickled with heat as she giggled, and a blush rose to the roots of my hair. Insecurity gnawed at me, even while my arousal swirled through my veins. Sophie’s dangling panties slid over my skin, rising up my body, over my indrawn stomach and the outline of my ribs. Finally, she lowered her hand, draping her underwear, still warm from the heat of her body, over my neck. [G22][G23] 
 
    “You know what boys with little cocks have to do, don’t you?” Sophie said. I watched as she lifted a leg, her wet pussy brazenly on display as she straddled me. Sitting on my stomach, she reached a hand behind her back, and I groaned as I felt her stroke my cock.  
 
    “They have to find other ways to please their sisters,” Sophie smiled. Brother. Sister. The words excited her. There was no bond of blood between us, and only our parent’s marriage made us in any way related. But I wasn’t about to argue if she wanted to indulge in some kinky play. It was better than listening to her mock my manhood, anyway.As Sophie continued to stroke my cock, her other hand crept over her bunched thigh, and I watched her fingers descend between her legs. I could feel her wetness against the skin of my stomach, and as she began to touch herself, she let out a long moan of lust that made my hair stand on end. 
 
    “Please,” I panted desperately, the bathrobe belt straining to hold my hands back against the bedframe, “please let me fuck you!” Sophie’s eyes, momentarily closed while she savored the feel of her own busy fingers, opened.  
 
    “Oh my God, this is so naughty,” she purred. “Such a naughty little brother. You want your sister so bad, don’t you?” Her hand was moving faster now between her legs. I could feel the rapid movement of her fingers against my stomach as she rubbed her swollen clit. 
 
    “Yes,” I panted, losing myself in the moment as she masturbated on top of me, “I want you bad. I need it. Please, I - I need to fuck my sister.” 
 
    “Oh my God!” Sophie threw back her head as she shouted her bliss at the ceiling. I was glad I didn’t have a real sister as the shameful words left my trembling lips. But they had the desired effect. I could feel Sophie’s wetness like a sudden flood, her warm fluids pooling on my stomach and spreading over my skin while she teased me mercilessly.  
 
    “I’m going to make you into my personal pussylicker,” Sophie panted. Her eyes were closed, the tendons standing out in her slender neck as her whole body bounced up and down on top of me. Her thighs gripped my sides, and her juices kept coming, flowing like lava over my skin while the smell of her arousal filled my nostrils and made my cock throb in her fist. “That’s all you’re good for,” she gasped. “this cock isn’t worthy of your sister. Instead, you’re going to eat me whenever I want and thank me for the privilege.” 
 
    “Yes,” I panted, shaking my head from side to side as I struggled uselessly against my bonds. I was close, her hand on my cock driving me to the brink of orgasm, and any thoughts of moderation were banished from my fevered mind. [G24][G25]“Please, Sophie,” I babbled, “use me. Make me lick you. Do whatever you want to me.”[G26][G27] 
 
    “Oh fuck,” Sophie groaned, a deep guttural sound that rose up from her throat. “Oh, that’s right. My pussy slave. That’s what you are. Say it!” Her fingernails dug into the soft skin of my hard cock, and I winced. 
 
    “I’m your pussy slave,” I moaned.  
 
    “Oh God!” Sophie cried out. “Say it again. Tell me you’re your sister’s pussy slave!” 
 
    “I’m my sister’s pussy slave,” I moaned. “Oh fuck, please Sophie, please -” But my desperate cries were drowned out by her own shrieks. Her thighs shook against my sides, and I felt her orgasm wash over me as she released a torrent of juice onto my stomach. With a loud sigh, she fell forward, her body on top of mine as the contractions of bliss raced through her. For a long while, she lay there recovering, her soft breasts pressed against my chest as she trembled and shook. 
 
    Finally, she sat up. Her flushed face beamed down at me as she swept her loose hair back over her shoulder. My cock throbbed. There was a dull ache deep in my stomach. Silently, I waited. 
 
    “That’s better,” Sophie said. “Now, you know what I’m going to do? I’m going to leave you tied up here until I need to use you again. Because that’s how little-dicked boys deserve to be treated.” 
 
    “Sophie, untie me,” I said. Without answering, she plucked her panties off my neck and wiped herself between her legs. The smell of her orgasm was strong as she held her underwear to my face. With her free hand, she gripped my chin, prizing my jaw open. As she pushed the panties into my mouth, I could taste her pussy, and it made my cock throb urgently. 
 
    “There,” Sophie grinned. “That’ll give you something to remember me by, and help to keep you quiet. When I come back, those panties better still be in your mouth, brother.” Shocked, I simply watched as she stood and began to dress. Was she serious? Did she actually intend to do what she said? 
 
    Once she was dressed again, Sophie smiled. Without another word, she turned to the door. I heard her steps on the stairs as she headed back to the living room. And I was left alone, with a raging hard-on and my mouth full of my step-sister’s panties. 
 
    It was quite a start to the holiday weekend. 
 
      
 
    Seduced By My Stepsister 
 
      
 
      
 
    Downstairs, I could hear voices. Sophie was talking to my mom, who must have returned from her shopping expedition. After a while, the low rumble of a man’s voice told me that Chuck had come home too. I could only imagine what Sophie had told them about what I was doing. But no one came looking for me. I thought of crying out. But then what? Did I really want my mom, or her husband, to find me like this, tied naked to a bed in their guest bedroom and covered in my stepsister’s cum? 
 
    Besides. This was definitely weird, and kinky. And Sophie, the girl I had been dreaming of for years now, scared me a little bit. But I didn’t want this to end. The taste of her pussy seeped from her panties to fill my mouth, and my cock refused to go down. She hadn’t let me cum, instead expertly toying with my cock and bringing me to the brink of arousal before leaving me alone. But I still hoped she would. Minutes stretched into what felt like hours while I waited for Sophie to return.  
 
    When I finally heard the soft tread of feet on the stairs, I stiffened. With no clock in the room, I had no way of knowing how long I had waited. The sun was still up outside. I’d guess no more than an hour. The steps on the stairs were too quick to be my mom and too light to belong to Chuck. My cock throbbed expectantly. The door to the bedroom creaked open, and Sophie’s smiling face appeared. Stepping quickly inside, she shut the door behind her again.[G28] 
 
    “Hey, bro,” she grinned. I grunted into the panties that filled my mouth, and her smile deepened. I didn’t know myself what exactly it was I wanted from her. Let me go, or let me cum? They amounted to the same thing, I decided. If she let me go, my first order of business would be to do something to assuage the burning lust that filled me.  
 
    “I see you still have my panties in your mouth. Good boy.” Good boy. Just the way she said it, just that, was enough to make me shudder with shame and desire. Sophie was, and remains, the most beautiful girl I ever saw in my life. You can keep your actresses and models; Sophie has them all beat. Sometimes, I think I loved her from the moment I laid eyes on here. Certainly, I wanted her. All the boys did. But I never felt for any woman, before or since, what I felt for her. 
 
    So it was kind of a cruel twist of fate that had my mom marry her dad. 
 
    Her nimble fingers reached in between my dry lips, and Sophie plucked her panties out of my mouth. The taste of her had long since vanished from the silky cloth, and her underwear dripped with my saliva. With a smug little smirk, Sophie tossed the underwear aside on the bed. 
 
    “I told your mom you were sleeping,” she said. “Tired from the plane ride. She wanted me to wake you up for dinner.” It was the day before Thanksgiving. The sun was low in the sky, ready to drop off the edge of the world as night came on. It wasn’t until Sophie said it that I realized how hungry I was. I hadn’t eaten on the plane, and my stomach growled at the thought of a home-cooked meal. Mom wouldn’t make anything too elaborate, I knew, saving her culinary talents for the feast on the following day. But there’s nothing quite like Mom’s cooking, is there? I looked up at Sophie expectantly. 
 
    “Are you going to untie me?” I asked, waving my bound hands for emphasis. My struggles had been useless. The cord from Sophie’s bathrobe was tied tight around my wrists, binding them to the headboard, and it seemed to only grow tighter the more I struggled. Where did she learn to tie knots like this? A strange stab of desire and jealousy glowed in my chest as I wondered if my new stepsister had played these kind of games with other guys. My cock, still hopefully hard, twitched at the thought. A lot had happened in the years since we left high school, for both of us. Sophie was a part if my family now, and I knew so little about her. The only thing I knew for sure, beyond her obvious beauty, was that the woman was a sexual deviant.  
 
    Sophie’s flawless brow furrowed as she looked down at me. 
 
    “I’m not sure,” she said. She loomed over me, one finger on her lower lip as she considered my fate. The feeling of helplessness, of surrender to her will, was a new and unexpected thrill that made my cock throb for her.  
 
    “Come on, Sophie,” I said. “Let me go. We can’t let them find us like this.” Sophie said nothing. Her blue eyes glittered as she looked down at me, and I could almost see the thoughts churning in her head. As though her eyes were so bright and clear that I could see right through them. But there was so much in her that was still dark to me, at that time. So much hidden beneath the surface of those pretty blue eyes.  
 
    “If I let you go, will you be good?” She was teasing me now. I could tell. 
 
    “Yes,” I said reluctantly, “I’ll be good.” 
 
    “Will you do what your big sister tells you?” This was getting ridiculous. For one thing, Sophie was only my sister in the most tenuous way. We were step-siblings, adult step-siblings who barely knew each other, for all that we went to high school together. And she was hardly any older than me. We were in the same grade. There couldn’t be more than a few month’s difference between our ages. But Sophie was working out some stuff. And as my cock throbbed, desperate for her touch as it pointed straight up at the ceiling, I knew I wasn’t going to stop her. 
 
    “Yes,” I growled. “I’ll do what you want.” 
 
    “You’ll do anything for my pussy, won’t you?” Sophie gloated. 
 
    “Yes.” That was no more than the truth. Already, now that she had returned, the low-level anger I had been working on in her absence - how dare she, who did she think she was, crazy bitch and so forth - had vanished. As I gazed up at my beautiful and kinky stepsister, all I felt was an outrageous longing for her body. And when she reached out to touch my cock that bobbed and swayed like a tree trunk between my legs, I gasped and shuddered under her smile. 
 
    “Such a horny little boy,” Sophie smirked. “It’s just a shame that this little dicklet isn’t going to please anybody.” There it was again. I grimaced at her mocking words. No one ever told me I had a small cock before, and I wondered if it was true. Most of my sexual partners up to that point were paid for. Those girls were never going to say something like that. Sophie must have had some monster cocks in her time, I thought to myself, and angrily shoved the unhelpful thought away. I couldn’t explain, then, what the thought of Sophie with other men did to me. But I didn’t like it. 
 
    Sophie seemed to have reached some kind of decision. As she reached for the front of her jeans, my eyes darted to the bedroom door. Our parents must be wondering what was taking so long. But as my stepsister[G29]’s pussy came into view as her tight jeans slid down her thighs, my concerns melted away. My cock throbbed as my heart kicked into a higher gear, thumping hard in the cage of my ribs. [G30] 
 
    “Sophie,” I murmured, while half of my brain screamed every name under the sun at the other, more rational half, “this is crazy. We can’t - no with them downstairs!” 
 
    “Ssshhh.” Her movements slow and deliberate, Sophie ran her fingers over her wet slit before pressing them against my lips. I was unable to stop myself from moaning at the taste of her, stronger now than it had been from her panties. She slid her damp fingers over my lips, smearing her fragrant juice over my mouth, and giggled quietly as my tongue snaked out to lap it up hungrily. 
 
    “We just have to be quiet,” Sophie whispered. “And quick.” This time, she didn’t bother to take her shirt off. The bed creaked under both our weight as she climbed nimbly onto the mattress. The smell of her arousal washed over me as she came closer, straddling my prone body with her smooth thighs on either side of me, inching forward on her knees. Her body filled my vision as she came closer, and my neglected cock surged in the empty air as her pussy hovered above me. Thin trails of moisture shone in the depths of her sex as she lowered herself down onto me. As her lips met mine, I thrust my tongue forward, and Sophie moaned as the organ slid past the faint resistance of her outer lips. She tasted incredible. The memory of the incident at our parent's wedding had haunted me ever since, but I knew even as I began to lick her that what we were doing now would totally eclipse that encounter. Sophie[G31]’s breath fluttered as she sat on my face, and I ran my tongue over her pussy as she gasped above me. Her fingers raked through my hair while her other hand gripped one of my bound wrists. She began to rock back and forth, rubbing her pussy against my face as her excitement grew. The back of my head ground against the pillow as I craned my neck, trying to rub the tip of my nose against the swelling bud of her clit. The fragrant moisture of her desire flowed freely over my face now, the sharp but not at all unpleasant taste filling my mouth like intoxicating wine, depriving me of my senses. I forgot about our parents waiting downstairs, forgot about who Sophie was now that my mom had married her dad. I forgot about Thanksgiving, about food, about anything besides her. Powerful hormones swept away what little resistance I had, and I moaned into the hot darkness between her legs, forgetting myself as I surrendered to both pleasure and frustration. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” Sophie whispered the expletive, but the tension in her voice gave it the power of a loud yell. She was close. I could feel her pussy spasming around my tongue as I thrust it deep inside her, the constant flood of juices washing over my face as she bounced up and down on top of me. The bed rocked and creaked beneath us, and Sophie gasped and panted, and I licked and kissed and devoured the streaming pussy she pressed to my mouth until I felt her give way. A flood of her juices, hotter and sweeter than ever, filled my open mouth as fast as I could swallow them down, and still more spilled out over my lips to soak the sheets underneath me. Sophie slumped forward with a sigh of suppressed ecstasy, leaning against the metal headboard that held my arms so securely. As her dripping womanhood lifted away from me, I sucked in air that felt cool after the wet heat between her legs. Everything was scented with her. I licked my lips, wiping away the residue of her bliss as she rolled off me to lie on the mattress beside me, collecting herself. 
 
    Sophie’s reverie was short-lived. All at once, she leaped to her feet, scrambling over me. She tugged on her jeans and fastened the button in front, tugging at her wrinkled shirt. Looking down at me, she paused. With a wicked little smile, she bent over me. Her blonde hair tickled my chest as she lowered her face to mine, and my cock surged as she kissed me. Her tongue dancing over my lips, slipping playfully into my mouth still thick with the taste of her orgasm before she quickly withdrew it. Lifting her mouth from mine, she reached for the bathrobe cord and untied one of my wrists. 
 
    “I hope you liked your appetizer,” she grinned as she straightened. “And I hope you’re in the mood for dessert. See you downstairs, bro.” As she made her way to the bedroom door, I reached with my free hand for the wrist that was still tied to the headboard behind me. Pausing at the door, Sophie turned back to me. Her blue eyes shone as she held my gaze. 
 
    “Don’t wash your face,” she said. The devilish smile she gave me sent a shiver down my spine, even as it made my cock throb with desire. “I like seeing you like that.” Without waiting for a reply from me, she turned and was gone. [G32] 
 
    * 
 
    “Ok, good night then guys.” As Sophie muttered a good night to her father, Chuck headed for the stairs. Mom had gone to bed an hour ago. No doubt she was trying to get rested for the day ahead, when she’d attack the turkey dinner like an army storming the walls of a castle. I listened to Chuck’s heavy tread as he climbed, and the upstairs floorboards creaked underneath him as he went to bed. 
 
    Every time Sophie and I were alone together, something happened. It was as though all the air got instantly sucked out of the room. Sometimes, it seemed like other people were pegs that kept us anchored to reality, and when they left, the two of us drifted off into our own parallel universe. A universe where a stepsister would seduce her new stepbrother. A universe where a girl as beautiful as Sophie would be interested in a guy like me. A universe were the dreams of the frustrated boy I used to be, pining over a girl who barely noticed my existence, had somehow suddenly come true. But dreams are funny things. Like flowers, like insects, they look very different close-up. In all the years I[G33]’d spent thinking about Sophie, picking up blonde hookers in the vain hope that I could fool myself that they were her for a few minutes, I had never pictured anything like this. This was wilder and stranger than anything I had ever imagined, In fact, I didn’t even know what the fuck this was. Sophie and I were in a sexual relationship, it seemed. But we still hadn’t had sex. And as for romance - well, there was nothing romantic about it. This was hot, naughty, nasty sex, sneaking around behind our parent’s backs and getting up to some deranged stuff. Romance didn’t enter into it. My cock swelled predictably in my pants as I stole a quick glance across the living room at Sophie. My heart would have to wait. 
 
    The movie we had been watching played on. I’d seen it before. Some dumb spy thriller that didn’t get better on a repeat viewing. I’d lived alone long enough at that point that I was no longer used to the perils of watching a movie with others. You seem to always end up watching the blandest piece of crap available, in a compromise that pleases no one. Of course, it could have been a cinematic masterpiece, and it still wouldn’t have held my attention. My mind was a whirl, bright with the memory of all that had taken place that day. And once Chuck left us alone together, it only got worse.  
 
    For a while, everything was still. My lips worked silently. I felt I should say something, but I had no idea what. Sophie’s eyes reflected the screen as she stared at it, but I got a distinct impression that she wasn[G34]’t paying it any more attention than I was. An enigmatic smile played at the corners of her mouth. Did she know I was looking at her? [G35] 
 
    Without a word, without a sign, Sophie suddenly rose. I was sitting on the sofa, while she had been in a plushy armchair, tucked up in a blanket. She brought the blanket with her as she walked the few steps across the living room. Settling with a happy sigh onto the sofa beside me, she flung the blanket over the two of us. I could feel the trapped warmth of her body as she swung her legs over my lap, and my cock lurched under the blanket’s concealing folds at the touch of her skin. My breath caught in my throat. Sophie was unstoppable, insatiable, a force of nature. And I didn’t want her to stop. But I was scared. 
 
    “Sophie,” I said slowly. Finally, she turned to look at me. Those bright blue eyes seemed made to radiate light rather than absorb it. My heart fluttered as she smiled at me, and my stomach was doing backflips. “Wh - what are we doing here?” I managed to blurt out. Instantly regretting my words as her brow furrowed in confusion. Why couldn’t I just take things for what they were? Why did I have to question everything? Wasn’t this what I had always wanted? And there, I realized, was the crux of the matter. Because as close as it might look, this was not what I had dreamed of, all those years ago in high school. It wasn’t this that I was chasing as I paid my way through the working girls of the city. It was something else. 
 
    “What do you mean?” Sophie said. “We’re having fun. Well, I am, anyway. And I thought you were too.” Under the blanket, her hand crept downwards, seeking the warmth between my thighs, and my cock rose to meet it, yearning for her touch. I shook my head slowly, at war with myself once again. Sophie[G36]’s allies were beauty and lust and my own reflexive physical responses. And all I had on my side was my timid, rational brain. He fight was never fair. 
 
    “I was - I am. But - we can’t do this. Can we?” Her creeping hand stopped. Frozen on my thigh, mere inches from my manhood that throbbed and ached for her touch. She looked up at me, a quizzical expression on her beautiful face, as though she didn[G37]’t understand the words I was saying.[G38] 
 
    “Why not?” she finally said. “We’re adults. We can do what we want.” 
 
    “Yeah, but - why are you doing this? I mean - why now? You know, I always - I mean, for a long time, I - I had feelings. For you. And now, it’s like, we’re doing this, and - I - I mean, what are we doing?” 
 
    “Isn’t it obvious?” Sophie’s voice was soft, and I had to strain to hear it over the low murmur of the TV that played on in the background. “We’re having fun. That’s all. Not everything has to be a big thing, you know. Sometimes it’s just fun to play around.” There was that hand again, creeping steadily across my thigh. I squirmed in my seat. But I didn’t pull away. In fact, my legs spread wider, inviting her in while my cock pressed hard against the front of my pants, struggling to be free.  
 
    “Yeah,” I said. The obvious strain in my voice made the smile deepen on her face as she peered up at me. My breath was coming faster and faster now, my chest heaving below the blanket, and the skin of my cheeks prickled with excess heat as I gripped the arm of the sofa with one hand. Sophie’s hand rubbed the front of my pants, tracing the shape of my erection through the cloth, and I clenched my teeth against the low moan starting in my throat.  
 
    “We’re not dating,” Sophie said, while I writhed and squirmed under her teasing touch. “I’m not going to go out with you. Believe me, you wouldn’t want to date me anyway. I haven’t met a man yet who could handle it. So we’re just going to have some fun over the holiday. Since we have to be here anyway, we may as well enjoy it. Just go with it, brother. Enjoy it.” 
 
    “But - what if we get caught?” It was the last gasp of my resistance, the only coherent thought I was capable of forming at that point. Sophie smiled, and I could see the glow of triumph in her face, as though she could see to the bottom of my swirling soul, and all the deep confusion inside. 
 
    “Let’s not get caught,” she whispered. And then, she shifted her weight. Pulling her legs back, she leaned forward, throwing the blanket over her head as she disappeared beneath it. 
 
    “Oh - oh God,” I gasped. The light from the TV cast shifting shadows over the folds of the blanket, and I felt her quick hands on the fastenings at the front of my pants, and my hard cock surged forward, erupting from my pants as though there was no time to lose. Sophie Baker had my cock in her hand, and I could hardly believe, even after all that had happened already between us, that this was real. But the feel of her tongue, sliding slowly all the way from the throbbing base to the swaying tip of my shaft - that was real. Her lips, engulfing and tightly gripping my erection while she slid her mouth up and down, her hand on my shaft milking me into her mouth - that was real. I closed my eyes, overwhelmed by the powerful sensations she was causing. Just as I had before, I forgot all about the danger, our parents asleep upstairs. I stopped pondering the rights and wrongs of the situation. Sophie was right. It was time to just enjoy ourselves. While she played my body like an instrument, I leaned back against the sofa and abandoned myself to bliss.   
 
    As though she had not even considered the risk of discovery, Sophie was in no hurry. This wasn’t the dutiful, perfunctory oral sex I was used to receiving from the prostitutes I hired. Sophie was sucking my cock as though she wanted nothing else in the world, as though she wanted it to last forever. And in a way, so did I. The feelings she was drawing from my body were unlike anything I had ever experienced, and I never wanted to stop feeling that way. But all the while, the pressure was building. The heavy load of cum that she had been teasing all day was boiling in my balls. A sheen of sweat broke out on my forehead as I gasped and spluttered. My cock twitched in her mouth, her head bobbing under the blanket that concealed her, and my feet scrabbled on the floor while my hands curled into fists.  
 
    But Sophie knew exactly what she was doing. I had only the smallest inkling of it at the time, but the woman was an expert. Right as I was on the tipping point, just as my cock swelled and surged, when it seemed I was about to achieve the physical bliss that had been dangled in front of me all day - Sophie took her head away. Rising from under the blanket, she raked her hair back from her flushed face, flopping back onto the couch beside me. 
 
    I whimpered. I whined. My cock stood out in the lurid glow if the TV, hard and desperate, throbbing with need. Sophie simply smiled as I turned to her, my lips trembling in disbelief.  
 
    “What?” she shrugged with an evil little smile. “You wanted to cum?” 
 
    “Yes,” I groaned. “Yes, Sophie, please!” 
 
    “I don’t think you understand what’s going on here.” Her bright eyes glittered dangerously in the dark. “You’re my pussy slave, remember? Your orgasms belong to me now. And you don’t get to cum unless I say so. And I just don’t feel like letting you cum right now, brother.” 
 
    “Sophie, please!” I choked. Every last vestige of my pride was gone. Nothing mattered, except that I get to relieve the intolerable pressure inside me. Ever since I arrived at the house, she had been toying with me, getting me all worked up and then backing off without giving me what I needed. It was too much. Sophie had me right where she wanted, and I didn’t care. 
 
    “You can go finish yourself off in the bathroom,” she said dismissively. I shook my head angrily. 
 
    “No,” I said. “I want you, Sophie. Please!” Sophie’s cheek bulged over her tongue as she considered. There was no doubt in my mind that this was what she had planned all along. She always intended to get me into this helpless state, when all the power ended up in her manicured hands. But I didn’t care. It didn’t matter what it took, I needed the release she dangled in front of me, and Sophie was right in guessing I’d do anything to get it. 
 
    “I’ll let you fuck me,” she said slowly, “if you tell me that I own your orgasms.” 
 
    “You do, Sophie,” I panted in a hurry, but Sophie silenced me with one finger held up in the air between us. 
 
    “I mean it,” she said slowly. “If I let you put that thing inside me, you are not to have an orgasm without my permission for the rest of the holidays. That means no jerking off. If you need a release, you come to me, and I decide if you get it.[G39]” 
 
    “Yes, Sophie,” I panted. Alarm bells were ringing in my head, but I ignored them. Sophie’s power over me scared me, but it turned me on at least as much. So I caved in to her strange demand, following the dictates of my desperate lust. 
 
    “Say it,” Sophie smirked. “Say, ‘my sister owns my orgasms.’” And I did. I said it. I said it quietly, terrified that we might be overheard. Sophie smiled a gorgeous grin of triumph as I muttered the shameful words. 
 
    “Good,” she grinned. In a blur of sudden movement, she reached for her pants and pulled them quickly down. The blue light from the TV shone across her flawless legs, her pussy hidden in shadow between them. With a sob of gratitude, I flung myself on top of her, and she took my cock in her hand and guided it into her warm wetness, and I moaned into a cushion as the wet walls of her pussy gripped my cock tight. I was fucking Sophie Baker. At long last, after years of fruitless longing, I was having sex with Sophie Baker, and it felt incredible. Rocking my hips back and forth, I slid my cock in and out of her, my pleasure growing with every thrust until the air around us seemed alive with bliss. 
 
    “Please,” I moaned, my mouth beside her ear as I lay on top of her, “I - I need to cum!” 
 
    “Ok,” Sophie whispered, one hand on my shoulder as she lay beneath me. “You can cum, brother.” 
 
    It was all I could do not to roar in triumph. No sooner had Sophie said the words than my orgasm came gushing out of me, spurt after spurt erupting inside her as I moaned and groaned. Once the spasm had passed, I lay still, my cock still twitching inside her as aftershocks rippled through me. 
 
    “There you go, Ben,” Sophie cooed. I could hear the smirk in her voice, and it sent a shiver down my spine. “Your last orgasm as a free man. Hope you enjoyed it.” 
 
      
 
    Denied By My Stepsister 
 
    “Do you have a girlfriend?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “That’s a shame.” Sophie lay with her head on my shoulder, the fingers of her free hand idly plucking at the sparse hair on my chest. My brow furrowed. What kind of response was that? It[G40]’s funny to think back to that night, knowing all that I do now about the intricacies of my stepsister’s twisted mind. Even after everything that had already happened, I still didn’t understand her. I still don’t. But at least I have more of an idea now of just how wild Sophie really is.[G41] 
 
    Maybe it was partly the moment that fooled me. It was intimate. After what had just happened, after Sophie’s absolute sexual domination of me, this new tenderness was doubly striking. Just moments before, I had been her pussy slave, as she liked to call me. I had begged her for orgasm, and she had granted it, a Faustian bargain that she had given every reason to think would come back to haunt me. But now, she was lying with her head on my chest, her blonde scalp rising and falling with my breath. Even the toughest, kinkiest, wildest people out there have feelings, I suppose. The powerful rush of neurological chemicals induced by sex couldn’t help but affect her, no matter how detached and emotionless she might pretend to be. I was struck in that moment by the idea that Sophie was adopting a persona, becoming this dominant bitch-goddess as a form of self-defense. What was she afraid of? Emotions? Of falling in love? Under her soft head, my heart pounded. And for once, this wasn’t the wild excitement of desperate arousal. This was something else. I almost yielded to the urge to raise my face and kiss the top of her golden head. But I fought it. Back then, I didn’t know where I stood with her. Sometimes I still don’t.  
 
    Most of the time, I don’t stand at all. I kneel. 
 
    “Why?” I asked softly. The movie that had been on TV had ended at some point, unnoticed by us. It was late enough that the programming had turned to mindless infomercials on an unending loop. But neither of us moved to change the channel. The TV’s volume was a low murmur, easily ignored. The blanket covered our bodies. If anyone had come into the room at that moment, they might have found our closeness strange, perhaps even inappropriate. But I told myself that they wouldn’t necessarily jump to the conclusion I most feared. Besides, we seemed unlikely to be disturbed. Mom takes two pills in the evening and vanishes out of this world for the night, barely so much as moving until the morning. She could sleep while you demolished the house around her. And Chuck could be clearly heard from the bedroom upstairs, his steady snore like a buzzsaw slicing through knotted wood. We were alone.  
 
    It’s not all sex, you know. I may have been a teenage boy when I first fell for Sophie, my brain addled by the hormones of adolescence and tormented by the powerful desires of my growing body. And, yes, I hire prostitutes, scouring the streets for those that look the most like Sophie. I’d never been able to forget her, not from the very first moment I saw her. But in my dreams of her, it was often moments like this that I returned to. Moments of intimacy, rather than the red heat of passion. In its way, this was what I had always really wanted. And even though I knew it was temporary, a short lull in our kinky activities, a quick slip of the mask Sophie so loved to wear, I clung onto the moment as though I could make it last forever. 
 
    “I think it would be fun.” Sophie’s eyes were still down, her idle hand still plucking at my chest. “Just imagine if you were dating someone, but I controlled your orgasms. You’d have to ask me for permission to fuck her.” Sophie giggled. Talk about a way to ruin a moment. But I knew deep down that that was my stepsister’s intention all along. Things were getting far too romantic for her taste. She was uncomfortable with deep emotions. Maybe we all are. But while my heart might sigh over her resolute refusal to let the tenderness go on, my cock twitched against my leg at her words. The way her mind worked was utterly foreign to me. But it had its own dark glamour. A glamour that drew me helplessly in like a lonely satellite hurtling towards a beautiful black star. [G42] 
 
    “So you’re serious about that.” Did I hope it was just sex talk? Or did I secretly want it to be true? Ideas come to us in the heat of the moment that would normally seem outrageous. Having my orgasms belong to Sophie, as she put it, seemed far-fetched, now that the heat of the moment had dissipated. How would such a thing even work? She couldn’t stop me. I knew that much. But the soft blanket rubbed against my cock as it hardened, climbing skywards again at the thought of the power she wielded. 
 
    “Oh yeah,” Sophie smirked. Her golden hair whispered over my skin as she raised her head to look me in the eye. God, she was so beautiful. The blue light from the TV was the only illumination in the room, and it cast moving shadows over her delicate features that only enhanced her ethereal prettiness. She was so far out of my league, it was ridiculous. And she knew it. That’s what excited her about it, I realized in a flash. Besides the mild taboo of our new familial relationship, she was excited by the power the imbalance in our relative levels of attractiveness gave her. A happy coincidence, maybe. Because I was as turned on by her power over me as she was.  
 
    “It all belongs to me now,” Sophie smirked. As her hand crept over my thigh, dancing over my skin under the blanket, I shivered. Slowly, teasingly, her hands encircled my cock, sliding gently up and down while my erection swelled. “See?” she said as she smiled up at me. “It knows who owns it. It’s standing to attention for me.” Sophie giggled. I said nothing. I desperately hoped for another round of sex with her as she toyed with my manhood. But with a sudden movement of her hand, she released my cock and sat up. 
 
    “Well, I’m going to bed,” she said. “Big day tomorrow. I’ll see you then.” Before she got up, she reached out and patted my twitching cock, the way a woman might pat a favorite pet. “Don’t go jerking off tonight. I want those balls nice and full tomorrow.” With that, she was gone. 
 
    I sighed, alone in the darkness as she made her way up the stairs to bed. There was no way I was going to sleep now. When Sophie said she owned my orgasms, she really meant it. But I’m a weak man. Sitting up, I reached for the remote and turned off the TV. In the blackness of the living room, my steady breathing seemed loud in my ears. As my eyes adjusted to the lack of light, I made my way towards the downstairs bathroom. 
 
    I’d never be able to sleep otherwise, I knew that. But as my tiny moment of release came and went, a deep shame washed over me. That, and a kind of guilt. It was absurd, of course. Sophie’s ownership of my orgasms was all just talk, just a verbal sex game. She could make me beg, in the heat of the moment; could make me do all kinds of things. But she didn’t own me. I could touch myself if I wanted. So why did I feel so bad about it? 
 
    Back then, I had no answer to these questions. So I went to bed in a state of confusion. And the sun rose on Thanksgiving and another baffling day. [G43] 
 
    * 
 
      
 
    They’re supposed to be relaxing, aren’t they, the holidays? A time to reconnect with family, especially when you live far away. A time to refocus on what’s important to you, to express gratitude for everything that you have. 
 
    Well, I was having the least restful and relaxing Thanksgiving imaginable. I mean, I know the holiday season can be challenging for lots of people. But I’d never experienced anything like this. You have to understand, Thanksgiving used to be just me and my mom. Half the time, she wouldn’t even bother going all out with the turkey and all the fixings. It’s not worth it for just two people. And that was fine by me. One year, we had Chinese takeout. I didn’t care.  
 
    But now, we were a family again. A weird, awkward family, with secrets already hidden beneath the smiling surface. We sat around the table, exchanging smiles and small-talk pleasantries. But nothing about what was going on here was normal. 
 
    Picture the scene. The dining room of Chuck’s big house - yes, an actual dining room. In our last apartment, Mom and I used to eat in front of the TV. There was nowhere else to do it. But Chuck’s house had an actual dining room, just off the kitchen, with a broad wooden table and a set of ornately carved chairs. It being a special occasion, he’d gone to the trouble of throwing a white tablecloth over the table - reckless, in my mind, considering the vat of gravy my mom had prepared. He’d even lit some candles, if you can believe that. Chuck actually had a candle stand, because of course he did. Evidently, my mom’s new husband was a man who believed in formality. 
 
    I don’t want to sound harder on Chuck than I am. He seems like a nice guy. If my mom loves him, that’s all that matters. He was trying hard to get along with me, I could tell. And I tried to. But - why? Of all the men she could have fallen for, why did my mom have to marry the father of the girl who stole my heart in high school? [G44][G45] 
 
      
 
    “So do you think you’ll stay in IT?” Chuck was asking me. I’m not really in IT. I’m a software tester. It’s not glamorous. It’s not fun. It’s the kind of job that won’t exist in five years, once they create a robot cheap enough to replace us. What can I say? It was my first job out of school. No matter what people tell you, no one’s clamoring to hire right now, not even in computing. Sure, if you’re a full-stack engineer, you can move to California and write your own ticket. But I’m nowhere near that. And I don’t have the money to go back to school and get the education I’d need to do that. Assuming I even had the skills, that is. So here I am, grinding out the days in a cubicle far like all the other pale ghosts around me. That’s the reality of my job. It’s not a career. But how do you say all that over Thanksgiving dinner? 
 
    “Yeah, probably,” I said. Chuck’s lined face nodded slowly. He had a neatly trimmed little goatee, the bristly hairs almost completely white, and his penchant for tweed gave him a professorial look that went well with the heavy creases in his forehead. His eyes were a pale blue, like the first light of a summer’s day, and they twinkled merrily among the wrinkles that formed around his eyes when he smiled. Chuck smiled a lot. You’d think to look at him that he was some kind of kindly math professor or something like that. But Chuck was a car salesman. I remembered now. He had been for decades, and that wise old professor routine must work, because he’d done very well out of it. I only had to take a look around his house to see that. It was hard to imagine the two of them, just him and his daughter, rattling around in a house this size. And with Sophie away at medical school - well, it was no wonder that his thoughts had turned to marriage. People get lonely as they age. Hell, people get lonely when they’re young, too. It’s just that some of us lack the means to do anything about it. Chuck didn’t lack for means. Along with the house, the two cars in the driveway, the regular trips abroad, he was sending his daughter to med school, and that ain’t cheap. But my mom’s no gold digger. She wasn’t the type to care about his bank balance. And I was happy for her that she had someone to take care of her now. It took a lot of pressure off me. Still - why couldn[G46]’t my real dad be more like Chuck? I couldn’t help feeling that I wouldn’t have half the problems I currently did if he was.[G47] 
 
    “We have an IT guy that comes into the showroom every now and then. You know, to do some troubleshooting and so on.” Chuck’s heavy gold watch shone on his wrist as he lifted a glass of white wine to his lips before setting it down again. “Nice guy. Very reliable. I understand that he does very well.” 
 
    “Probably,” I said, swallowing a piece of gravy-smothered turkey before I ate. “Once you get into the corporate side of things, you can make a lot of money. It’s hard to break into though. I’m not at that level.” 
 
    “Well, I’m sure it’s coming,” Chuck twinkled. “Hard work always wins out in the end.” I nodded. Across the table, mom was positively beaming. She wanted so badly for us all to get along, for this group of near strangers, welded together by her marriage, to join until no one could see the seam. I didn’t see it happening, personally. It was too late in the game. Maybe if we were younger, I thought. But I’m a grown man, who lives in another town. I’m only home a few times a year. And - a tiny thrill rippled along my spine as unwanted images paraded in full color through my brain. If we’d been younger. What if this had happened in high school? What if Sophie had been my step-sister then, when my passion for her burned brighter than any other feeling I had known in my young life? It was darkly thrilling to consider. But then, I had to ask myself as I lifted a clod of mashed potatoes on a fork that seemed to strain under the weight, were things really so different now? 
 
    I was trying not to look at her. Not easy, at a table of only four people. Sophie sat across the table from me, just as my mom sat across the table from Chuck. Would it have felt so much like some weird kind of double date if my new stepsister and I hadn’t done what we’d done? We weren’t dating, of course. We weren’t going to date; Sophie had made that much clear. But we were having sex. Under Chuck’s roof, right under our parent’s noses, Sophie and I were having some weird form of sexual relationship. And there’s nothing legally wrong with that, I know. But I also knew how shocked and upset my mom would be if she found out. And the pressure of this fresh secret weighed down on me like a mountain of iron as I slouched over my heaping plate. [G48][G49] 
 
    Sophie looked incredible. Evidently, she and her father treated these occasions far more formally. Who dresses for a small Thanksgiving dinner with family? The Bakers do. I was rocking a T-shirt and jeans, my normal, everyday attire that had become almost like a uniform for me. But Sophie, when she descended the stairs at the start of the meal like a debutante entering a ball, looked downright regal. She wore a red dress that shone like silk in the candlelight. Maybe it was, for all I knew. Thin spaghetti straps held the glossy fabric against her elegant shoulders. Her blonde hair fell in careful waves around those shoulders, rolling invitingly over the bare skin every time she moved her head. Beneath an elaborate coat of makeup, her blue eyes shone. Her lips were as red as her dress, and she sipped her wine carefully, taking pains not to smear the thick coat of color and gloss that made her lips as tempting as ripe cherries. A diamond glittered against her skin, hanging from a delicate chain around her neck. Matching earrings twinkled amid the shadows cast by her hanging hair. She looked absolutely stunning, n other words. It dawned on me at some point during the meal, while I was stealing glances at my stepsister and trying not to get caught doing it, that no one would believe that a girl like her would sleep with me. It was just too far-fetched. They certainly wouldn[G50]’t believe that she had been the instigator of it all, that she was the aggressor, if you want to put it that way. They might have believed that I was totally in thrall to her, willing to go along with whatever she said in order to feel that incredible body beside me - that part was at least semi-believable. But even while it was going on, I was having a hard time believing it myself. 
 
    “This is nice,” Mom sighed, for what felt like the twentieth time. Maybe I’d never realized the full extent of the loneliness my mom felt. It’s the tragedy of parenting that you devote your life to your kids, only for them to leave you one day. It’s easy to get annoyed, when your mom calls you every other day under some pretext, fussing over every detail of your life when you’re a grown man and feel that you have it under control, or at least some semblance of control. It’s easy to forget who it felt for her. I’m her only child, just as Sophie is Chuck’s. When I was growing up, Mom poured every ounce of herself into raising me, alone, while holding down a dead-end job and scrimping and saving to try and help me go to college. When I finally did, what was she left with? An apartment as empty as her bank account. I reminded myself to cut her a little slack. 
 
    “It is,” Sophie agreed. Her bright blue eyes flashed around the table, and I all but ducked to avoid her gaze like an escaped prisoner hiding from a searchlight. She raised her glass, holding it so elegantly between her long fingers, and Chuck and my mom did the same, and I was forced to participate in the hollow ritual too. 
 
    “To family,” Sophie smiled. Mom was practically beside herself. In her mind, this beautiful blonde was the daughter she had always wanted. Pretty, smart, successful - what parent wouldn’t be proud of Sophie? Mom had no more understanding of the depravity of her new stepdaughter than Chuck did. Only I knew the real Sophie, the wicked, kinky, slutty Sophie who looked like such a refined lady as she sipped daintily at her wine. And her eyes, twin blue sapphires set exquisitely into her flawless face, flashed as she finally caught my gaze. My heart stumbled, the way it did every time she looked at me. I inwardly cursed the heat that prickled in my cheeks, terrified that my awkwardness would somehow give the game away and ruin my mom’s fantasy of this new and perfect life. And I tried, with every ounce of willpower I had, to focus on the food and the drink and the idle conversation, diving into the mundanity like a river, in the hope it might shield me from that bright blue searchlight. [G51][G52] 
 
    But Sophie had set her dogs on me. There was no escape. Amid the clatter of cutlery and the bland conversation, my body was buzzing. Because all the while, under the table where nobody could see, Sophie’s foot, shod in a pair of high heels that must have been bought for the occasion, was rubbing against my throbbing cock.  
 
    * 
 
    I lay awake. Feigning tiredness, I’d been the first in bed that night, before even my mom. The truth was, I could no longer stand the deep tension in the room. The sight of Sophie in her ravishing red dress was making my blood boil. And she knew it, too. Girls as beautiful as her have spent their entire lives being looked at. They develop a sixth sense for it. She posed and preened on the sofa, the same sofa we had fucked on the night before, and only I saw it, and it was more than I could stand. In the darkness of the spare bedroom, I stared blankly up at the ceiling. My mind raced. One by one, I listened to the rest of the family go to bed. Mom first, Chuck shortly after. Now there was no sound in the house. For an hour, I listened to Chuck’s heavy breathing turn into his usual snore. 
 
    When the door to my bedroom slid slowly open, the pale light of the hallway outside casting a widening beam on the wall opposite, I sighed. It wouldn’t be fair to say that I had been expecting this. But I had certainly hoped for it. The sexual tension of the day needed to be relieved somehow, but I had held off on any solitary pleasure while I waited to see what Sophie would do. I could have gone to her, I supposed. But the dwindling cautious part of my brain warned me not to. To do so would be to hand her even more power than she already had. Power a girl like Sophie would be unable to resist using. She’d make me beg. She’d make me crawl. It was impossible for me to imagine what she might make me do if I came to her. 
 
    Sophie’s slender frame appeared for a moment in the doorway, and then the door closed behind her again, shutting out the light. I heard the whispering sound of her dress as she came towards my bed. My cock swelled underneath the blanket as I listened to the faint sound of a zipper coming apart, and that same dress whispering its way to the ground. The warm smell of Sophie’s body washed over me, feeding my desire as she climbed into the bed beside me.  
 
    “Wake up, brother,” she whispered. 
 
    “I’m awake.” 
 
    “Thought you might be.” I could hear the smirk in her voice. The mattress shifted again, and I felt her weight on top of me. Her thighs gripped my sides as she straddled me. Sophie liked to be on top, in every sense of the phrase. I could feel her soft skin, bare against mine, and I thrilled to the slight wetness I could detect against my chest. She was naked.  
 
    As she leaned forward, I lifted my head. Sophie chuckled as I nuzzled her breasts, showering the tender skin with kisses. As my cock hardened, I abandoned myself to the moment, losing myself in her to the point where I hardly noticed when she took my hands in hers. It was only when she pushed them towards the headboard, and I felt some kind of fabric wrapped around the skin of my wrists, that I realized what was going on. But I didn’t resist. In seconds, Sophie had tied my hands to the headboard again, and I lay underneath her, painting, waiting to see what she had planned for me.  
 
    Sophie sat up. I felt her weight shift on top of me as she moved. She leaned back, and as I felt the strange coolness of some slick material on either side of my face, I realized it was her shoes. She still wore the heels she had worn to dinner, and nothing else. I could see nothing in the darkness of the bedroom, but my cock surged at the thought. 
 
    “Do you like my shoes?” Sophie said. Her tone was almost conversational. If she hadn’t been whispering, the question might have seemed utterly casual. 
 
    “Yes,” I said. I don’t know much about women, but I know a loaded question when I hear one. Sophie still sat on top of me, her hands on my thighs as she leaned back with her feet beside my head. 
 
    “Did you jerk off?” she asked. 
 
    “No,” I said. “Not tonight. But - last night…” To this day, I don’t know why I told her. I’m not sure what I thought I could gain from it. Maybe I was afraid that she’d know somehow, as though she knew my body better than I did. Or maybe it was the strange guilt I felt at failing in this game of her invention. Whatever it was, it drove me to confess, and I barely had time to think about what I was doing before the words tumbled from my lips. 
 
    “Naughty boy,” Sophie said. But the way she purred the words made her sound anything but mad. “Did you think of me while you did it?” 
 
    “Yes,” I admitted. Sophie chuckled again. 
 
    “Such a naughty little brother,” she cooed. “Getting all turned on by his sister that he has to go touch himself. How often do you do it?” 
 
    “What? Jerk off?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “I don’t know. Every day?” 
 
    “Every day? You are a horny little boy, aren’t you? What a waste.” It was one of the more embarrassing conversations of my life, that’s for sure. “Still, since you don’t have a girlfriend, that’s not surprising. Is that what you do when you get horny? Jerk off like a loser?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said slowly. “I mean, sometimes I - I meet a girl. For a night. I mean - you know.” 
 
    “Hookers?” Sophie gasped. I felt her body stiffen on top of me. “You go to hookers?” 
 
    “Sometimes,” I said uncomfortably, squirming in the bonds that held me to the headboard. I wasn’t going to tell her that the hookers often looked like her, that I sometimes called them Sophie. The situation was embarrassing enough as it was. 
 
    “Well, you’re not to do that anymore,” Sophie said firmly. “Your cum belongs to me, not some whore. Understand?” 
 
    “OK,” I said. It wasn’t as if she could stop me, I thought to myself. And as Sophie shifted on top of me, inching towards my face, I lost myself in desire. I’d say anything. We both knew that. 
 
    “I was thinking about letting you cum.” Sophie was right above me now. I could see nothing, but in the darkness, I could smell the wetness of her pussy. I could feel the intoxicating heat of her, the warmth of her thighs either side of my head. “But since you can’t control yourself, I’ve changed my mind. I hope your little jerk was worth it. Now, eat me, pussy slave.” Without waiting for a reply, Sophie settled on top of me. Eagerly, I pressed my mouth against her pussy, savoring the sweet taste of her juices. My ignored cock throbbed beneath the blanket, but I devoted myself to my task. I could feel Sophie’s body stiffen above me, and I lapped at her while she ground her pussy against my mouth. Her breath caught, and she gripped the metal headboard I was tied to so tightly that it creaked. She came with a kind of shuddering sigh, suppressing the loud moans that so clearly wanted to erupt from her body. I slurped and swallowed, my mouth full of the juices of her orgasm. When she was finished, Sophie climbed off the bed. 
 
    “That’s better,” she sighed. I heard the rustle of her dress as she bent to the floor to pick it up. Then her footsteps, muffled by the carpet, made their way to the door.  
 
    “Sophie!” I whispered urgently as the bedroom door opened. “Aren’t you going to untie me?” 
 
    She turned. Silhouetted by the pale light from the hallway, she stood for a moment, looking at me. 
 
    “Why?” she finally asked. “So you can touch yourself again? No, you can stay like that for now. I’ll untie you in the morning.” I saw her turn again. 
 
    “Sophie!” I hissed. But she was already gone.  
 
    Locked By My Stepsister 
 
      
 
    There are rules to be observed. And they are as rigid and as unbending as natural law, like the laws of gravity or of fusion. The laws that shape all our lives.  
 
    My orbit is deformed, drawn dangerously close to her. The sun of my existence. Sometimes, when I lie awake in the sleepless night, tormented by my latest disgrace and the powerlessness of desire, I wonder if this is really what I want. This hard-edged heaven, this ecstatic agony. Wouldn’t it be easier to go back to the way things were? It gets depressing, when you’re a young guy whose sex life consists solely of masturbation and hookers made to look like your high school obsession. But is this really better? 
 
    But there’s a pattern to these thoughts, I’ve noticed. Some times are worse than others. This is the worst, when she’s not here. Distance does nothing to diminish her rules, after all. I have to obey, even when she’s not around, True obedience, true submission, means the things you do that no one sees. This is the worst part. This is the time of nothing but rules, without her here to mitigate my suffering.  
 
    Still, the rules must be followed. 
 
    The apartment is spotless. She insists on that. It’s a good excuse to clean anyway, I tell myself as I push the vacuum around. For a single guy left to his own devices, it’s all too easy to slip into slovenly habits. Especially when you have guests as rarely as I do. 
 
    I’ve been shopping, too. She gives me a list. Normally, my fridge is beyond minimalist, holding a bottle of ketchup, a couple of beers and maybe some leftover takeout from the night before. But her tastes are more refined. The snooty clerk in the wine store’s expression changed when I handed him the hand-written note that detailed her request. I don’t know shit about wine, but she was raised differently than I was. I don’t even want to say what it cost. Never mind all the other little things she had me purchase. But I did it. Because those are the rules, and they have to be followed.  
 
    And now I’m waiting. She didn’t want me to pick her up. I don’t have a car anyway, so maybe picking her up is a grand term for riding the bus with her. She didn’t want that. She knows my address, and she said she’d make her own way to the apartment. I was to wait for her there. So here I am. Waiting. 
 
    This is the worst part. The waiting. It should be easy. All you have to do is exist, right? But it’s not that simple. It depends on what you[G53]’re waiting for. Waiting for a bus, for instance, feels almost nothing like waiting for a job interview. This is more like the latter. But no employer would put me through all this. No job would be worth it. I’ve never wanted any job the way I want her. And the waiting, and all the rest of it - well, that’s just the price I have to pay. Those are the rules. 
 
    With a sigh, I lean back on my heels. I’ve never wished I had carpet in my apartment so much as I do now. My knees are aching, no matter what minor adjustments I make to my position to try and relieve them. But these are the rules. Her flight came in an hour ago. She could be here any minute. Among the keys that jangle on her keyring, there’s one for the front door of my building, and another for the apartment itself. She could come through that door at any moment. And the rule is that I have to be kneeling at the door, waiting for her. So I wait.  
 
    It’s uncomfortable. The floor is cold as well as hard, and goose pimples prickle my bare skin. Another of her rules. I’m not naked; it’s worse than that. I’m dressed the way she told me to be dressed, humiliated in pink panties. The dog collar around my neck is a matching shade of pink. She likes to see me humiliated. 
 
    There are footsteps in the hall outside. I stiffen. A key slides into the lock of the door. My heart pounds. Inside the skimpy feminine underwear I’m wearing, my cock throbs. It’s her. Only she and I have keys to the apartment. I rise up on my knees, my hands behind my back, just the way she said I should wait for her. More rules. [G54][G55][G56] 
 
    The door swings open. I blush to the roots of my hair, my skin burning with red-hot shame as I gaze up at her. And with the door wide open to the hallway outside, Sophie bursts out laughing. 
 
    “Well, hello, brother,” she smirks, her bright blue eyes shining as she covers her mouth with one hand. 
 
    “Hi, sister,” I stammer, silently pleading with her to come inside and close the door and hide my shame from the outside world. But I don’t say it. Because that would be against the rules.  
 
    She looks incredible. It’s as though, try as I might, I can never maintain a realistic image of her in my mind. The minute we part, I forget just how beautiful she is. For all the seeming perfection of my memories and fantasies of her, they never compare to the real thing. Every time I see her, it’s a minor shock, my heart skipping a beat in recognition of a beauty far greater than any I could hope to picture clearly in my mind. She stands in the doorway, proud and preening, basking in my adoration while I tremble in fear and longing.  
 
    She looks amazing. Her blonde hair falls in soft curls around her shoulders like a memory of summer, framing her face with its bright eyes and red lips and cheekbones any woman would kill for. There’s an exotic slant to her eyes that lends something to her otherwise classical features, a stray strain of wickedness and allure that only hints at what lies underneath. She’s wearing a casual dress under a denim jacket, a blue dress that hugs her torso tightly beneath the jacket, then flares out around her ample hips. The hem ends above her knees, and the black boots she wears start just below, the tight leather gripping her shapely calves like a second skin. The sharp heels of the boots make her tower over me as she takes a step forward, rolling her suitcase inside my apartment. But she doesn’t come in, not yet. She stands there, smiling down at me while I gaze up at her, and something of my desperate desire for her magnetic beauty must show in my face, because her eyes shine as she smiles. 
 
    In a sudden movement, she bends to the floor in front of me. The briefest glimpse down the front of her dress sends my cock into painful spasms of desire, her round breasts hanging invitingly in front of me for the split second before she straightens up again. Like a sudden sun, she seems to radiate light from every pore, and I can’t tear my eyes away from the vision that stands in front of me, no matter how much it hurts. 
 
    “I see you can follow instructions,” she smiles. “Good.” The leather leash, pink to match the collar it came with, sways between us. Her instructions were clear. And I wince and cower in shame as she stands in the doorway, visible to anyone who might pass by, holding me on the end of a leash like a pet. But I can’t stop her. If there was ever a time when I could, it’s long since passed.  
 
    “Come here and greet your sister properly,” she says. A tug on the leash emphasizes her command. Ashamed, I crawl towards her on my hands and knees. And there, in the doorway of my own apartment, I press my lips to the slick leather of her boots. I shower her feet with kisses like a craven slave while she gloats above me, reveling in yet another display of her unmatched power over me. 
 
    “Welcome, sister,” I say as I grovel at her feet, grateful at least for the opportunity to hide my face, if only to debase myself. 
 
    “Good boy,” Sophie coos. “That’s how I like to be greeted by my slaves.” I inch backward as she steps forward, her boots shining in front of my face as she passes in front of me. I turn on my knees to follow her, a faint bloom of gratitude in my heart as she swings the door shut behind us. The sound of her high heels on the floor is music to my ears. My cock throbs, desperate and ignored, and I crawl behind my dominant stepsister like a dog as she leads me into my apartment. 
 
    * 
 
    “Step this way please, sir.” I knew this was coming. I said that this would happen. But Sophie didn’t care. Why should she? It wasn’t her who would have to deal with the repercussions. It was stupid to go through the metal detector in the first place. There was no way I was going to pass; I knew that. But I went through the dance anyway, theatrically checking my pockets as though I didn’t know exactly what was happening here.  
 
    “Any metal plates or artificial limbs?” The security man had the bored, disaffected tone of a government servant down to a T. As he spoke, he already had the wand in his hand, passing the beeping device over my shoulders.  
 
    “No,” I said. “But - can we do this in private somewhere?” The TSA agent’s brown eyes stared into mine. There was absolutely nothing readable in his expression. It was as though I was talking to a brick wall, for all the reaction I got. 
 
    “Spread your arms please sir,” he said tonelessly. With a sense of rising panic, I did as he asked. The wand went on its way, gliding over my chest a few inches above my shirt. 
 
    “Look, this isn’t -” I spluttered. “I can explain - we need to do this in private. Please.” But it was too late. The wand drifted down over the front of my body, and I winced again as a high-pitched wail rose from the machine as it hovered above my groin. The TSA agent’s thick eyebrow flickered, just a little. The first hint of emotion yet. Even in the air-conditioned airport, beads of sweat shone on the roll of skin at the back of his thick neck as he turned to a colleague and waved him over. I could feel myself sweating too.  
 
    “I can explain everything,” I babbled. “Just - please. Can we do this in private?” The first man looked at the second, who gave him a nod that was barely more than a tiny inclination of his head. 
 
    “Step this way, sir,” the first man said. Sighing with relief and at the same time trembling with the fear of discovery, I walked between the two men towards an unmarked door. 
 
    The room was barely more than a closet. With the three of us in there, it felt enormously cramped. I took a deep breath of the unpleasantly warm air and let it out with a sigh. [G57][G58][G59] 
 
    “Do you have something to tell us?” It was the second man who spoke. He was older, his hair as white as his mustache. I couldn’t help but notice that the ‘sir’ had been unceremoniously dropped. 
 
    “Yes,” I said, trying unsuccessfully to control the quaver in my voice. “it’s not - I have a device. It’s - it’s like a toy.” 
 
    “A toy?” the first man echoed. His dark brow furrowed.  
 
    “Yes,” I said. “It’s kind of a - like a sex toy.” I could feel my skin prickling as I blushed. The two men exchanged the briefest of glances. 
 
    “Then you need to remove this - toy,” the first man said. Was I imagining it, or was there the ghost of a smile on his lips. 
 
    “That’s the thing,” I said, my eyes darting from one to another of the men as I scanned their faces for some hint of understanding. Nothing. “I can’t remove it. It’s locked, and I - don’t have a key.” 
 
    “Then who does?” 
 
    “My girlfriend.” There was no point trying to explain the complexities of my situation to these men. So I lied. 
 
    “Is your girlfriend traveling with you today?” 
 
    “No,” I said. “She - she does this when we’re apart. It’s like - our thing.” My throat felt tight. The men exchanged another quick glance. 
 
    “We’re going to need to see this toy,” the mustached man said.  
 
    “I - I don’t -” but my words trailed away. These men were not joking. Trying and failing to convince myself that they had seen far worse, I reached for the front of my pants and exposed myself to the two TSA agents. 
 
    “What the hell is that?” It was the first crack in the first man’s bland, professional facade. 
 
    “It’s a chastity device,” I said miserably. 
 
    “And you can’t take it off?” 
 
    “No,” I muttered, my eyes on the floor. “Not without a key.” 
 
    The first man’s gloved hand reached towards my caged cock, but stopped short of actually touching it. He looked back over his shoulder at his colleague, and now I could see the smiles on their faces. 
 
    “Your girlfriend put this on you?” the first man asked. I nodded. 
 
    “Man,” he chuckled, shaking his head, “that’s some kinky shit, I gotta say. You let her do this?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said. The mustached man craned his neck to see over his partner’s shoulder and let out a low whistle. 
 
    “I hope my wife never hears about this,” he said. He was grinning openly now, the men’s obvious mirth making my humiliation worse with every passing second. 
 
    “Can I go?” I asked. The first man turned his smiling eyes to mine. [G60][G61] 
 
    “OK,” he said. “You can go. But tell your girlfriend to take it off next time you go through an airport.” Hurriedly, I pulled my pants back up. As I stepped out of the door into the brightly lit airport again, I heard the men collapse with laughter behind me. 
 
    * 
 
    “I’ve decided.”  
 
    I woke to Sophie’s words. It was the day after Thanksgiving, at her father’s house. It had taken me forever to get to sleep. My cock raged and throbbed at the memory of all that had happened, the taste of her orgasm lingering in my mouth. But my hands were tied tightly to the headboard behind me, and my struggles were useless. The first light had begun to streak the sky outside by the time I was finally able to doze off, and my sleep was fractured by wild and whirling dreams. I blinked my bleary eyes in the light as Sophie stepped into the bedroom. 
 
    “What?” I murmured. Licking my dry lips reawakened her taste, and my cock lurched back into life as I watched her approach.  
 
    “I’ve decided,” Sophie said, “what I’m going to do with you.” She was wearing a soft dressing gown, and I noticed that it was missing its belt. Looking up at my bound hands, I found what I had expected to. She had used it like a rope to tie me down. Sophie’s blue eyes sparkled as I glanced towards the bedroom door that she had left open. 
 
    “They’ve gone shopping,” she said, in answer to my unspoken question.  
 
    “What do you mean, what you’re going to do with me?” The defiance in my voice was perhaps unwise given my situation. But my brain was still foggy with sleep. If Sophie noticed, she gave no sign of it. Instead, she simply smiled. Opening her robe, she cast it to the floor. 
 
    She looked amazing. Black silk lingerie covered and simultaneously exposed her body, hr round breasts encased by an elaborate network of sheer lace. The deep gap of her exposed cleavage made my mouth water. Her panties barely covered her, held tight to her hips by thin straps that arched gracefully over her seductive hips. Her legs shone under sheer black stockings, held in place by suspenders. In an instant, my cock surged back to life at the sight of her, entranced by the most flawless body I had ever seen. Sophie smiled deeply as she gauged my reaction. 
 
    “I’ve done some shopping of my own,” she said. She stepped forward, her hips swaying from side to side with every deliberate step she took. She was wearing high-heeled pumps, the same ones she had worn last night, I guessed. One hand was behind her back, and as she approached, she revealed what she held to me with a tiny giggle. I blinked in confusion. 
 
    “What’s that?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s a male chastity device,” Sophie explained. “Look. I’ll show you. I’m going to put that useless little dick of yours in here, you see? Just like this.” Her bent finger showed through the clear plastic of the frighteningly small device as she slid it inside. “Then, this part goes under your balls,” Sophie went on. “And it all closes like this. Then I’m going to put a padlock through it, and that’ll be that.” 
 
    “No you’re not,” I said. Sophie’s eyes glittered as she watched me struggle against the knots she had tied last night. But the improvised rope held. 
 
    “No?” Sophie gently mocked. She lifted one sculpted eyebrow, her face prettier than ever as she smiled at me. “Are you sure? Because if you don’t do this, I’m never going to touch you again.” I paused. This will sound crazy, I know. But her words did concern me. As wild as this new plan of hers was, I couldn’t so lightly throw away the bliss I had found that weekend, with her, even at such a terrible price. 
 
    “Think of it,” Sophie said, her voice a low purr now as she sat on the edge of the bed beside me. She placed the chastity device on my chest, and held it there with one hand. “You won’t be able to have an orgasm without me,” she went on. “No more jerking off like a teenager. No more disgusting sex with whores. I really will own your cock. Do you know how wet that makes me?” 
 
    “But,” I tried, my mind rebelling against itself while my cock throbbed, “won’t it  -hurt me?” 
 
    “A little,” Sophie smiled. “When you try to get hard, maybe. But that just makes it even hotter for me. Here. Look. Look how wet it makes me.” Sophie reached between her legs, under the dark panties that hid her pussy from me. Her fingers shone as she held them towards my face, and I could smell her arousal as she smeared a thin trail of her juices over my lips. Reflexively, I licked it up, my body trembling at the taste of her desire. She was administering it to me like a drug, and I was eagerly lapping it up, and it was working. Almost immediately, I felt my resistance crumbling.  
 
    “And if I’m horny,” she went on, “I’m more likely to want to play with you. To let you out. Won’t that be fun?” 
 
    “But - we live in different states,” I tried. 
 
    “i know,” Sophie smiled. “That’s why you’ll have to be a very good boy and do everything I say. When I come and see you, if I’m pleased with your behavior - well, I’ll make it worth your while.” She shifted on the bed again. Pulling aside my blanket, she exposed my throbbing cock to the warm air. As she wrapped her fingers around it, I shuddered and gasped. My stepsister was playing me like a fiddle. I knew it, but I was powerless to resist. I didn’t want to resist. And if my hands weren’t tied, I don’t know if I would have done a single thing differently. 
 
    “Sophie,” I gasped, “Sophie.” But I had nothing else to say. Her blonde hair tickled my thigh as she bent her head and ran her wet tongue along the side of my twitching cock. 
 
    “I’ll make you a deal,” she said, while my manhood raged in her fist. “If you don’t want to play, I’ll untie you, and that’ll be that. No more sex. No more pussy licking. Nothing. You can carry on with your sad little life. Or,” and she paused to run her tongue along my cock again, drawing a deep moan from deep in my throat, “I can lock you up, and own this cock. Of course, it won’t go into the device like this. So I’ll have to make you cum first. Would you like that? A nice, slow blowjob before I confiscate your cock?” 
 
    “Yes,” I gasped. My voice was hoarse, and it was more than just sleep that made me croak. Sophie smiled up at me with those big blue eyes above her red lips, and my will shrank and vanished. What she was proposing was demented. It was utterly outside the bounds of any normal behavior. But I couldn’t deny how hot it was. And I lacked the will to resist. 
 
    “Yes?” Sophie smirked. “You want your sister to lock up your cock so that you can’t be a naughty boy anymore?” 
 
    “Yes,” I gasped. “Yes, please Sophie! Please! Just - please suck my cock, please!”  
 
    “Oh, poor little brother,” she cackled. “Just so horny for your sister, aren’t you?” Without waiting for a reply, she bent her head over my cock. I cried out as I felt her lips encircle the sensitive head, gripping my shaft tightly as they slid downwards.  
 
    “Yes,” I gasped, “yes, yes!” My head thrashed from side to side, my arms tugging hopelessly at the rope that held them. Sophie’s tongue swirled on the underside of my throbbing head, driving me wild with lust, and I shook and trembled beneath her. Nothing mattered in that moment except that I come. A steady music of soft moans rose from Sophie’s throat, and one hand gripped my slippery shaft while the other caressed my balls, and all the while, the clear plastic of the chastity device rose and fell on my heaving chest, right in my eye line as I watched Sophie suck me. Fear gripped my stomach, but it was drowned out by the roaring wave of sexual desire I felt. Everything melted and merged together inside me, and even the idea of my imminent captivity, so terrifying in the cold light of day, excited me further. Sophie could do whatever she wanted with me, so long as she made e feel like this from time to time the way no other woman ever could.  
 
    Her head bobbed up and down, her hair swaying with the rhythmic motion as she took me deeper, and I cried out in bliss. My orgasm boiled in my balls. It was a day and a half since my lonely ecstasy in the downstairs bathroom, but it felt like months of denial. My entire body stiffened, and I howled as I came, emptying myself into her with an animalistic snarl. Sophie gulped and swallowed as she sucked me dry, taking my seed into her while more of it kept coming and coming, filling her mouth as fast as she could choke it down. 
 
    When my eruption finally reached its end, I sighed. Sophie raised her head, wiping her mouth on the blanket at my side. Its task performed, my cock slowly shrank, softening and coiling against my thigh as Sophie wiped it free of the residue of my orgasm and her own saliva. She sat up with a happy little smile on he face, and I watched her reach for the chastity device that waited on my chest. 
 
    “Sophie,” I tried. But she simply shook her head. 
 
    “A deal’s a deal, brother,” she said. “You got your blowjob, didn’t you? Now it’s my turn to have fun.” I winced as she slid the hard plastic tube over my shrunken cock. Carefully, she fed my scrotum through the loop that closed behind it by some hinged mechanism. I watched, wild-eyed, as she paused, holding the whole thing together with one hand. The device was not uncomfortable, but it was snug even then. I could only imagine, with a flutter of fear in my heart, what it would feel like to try and get hard in the plastic cage. As if Sophie needed more ways to have power over me. As she threaded a metal padlock through the hole in the lock and clicked it closed, a shudder ran through me. No matter what happened from here, I knew, things were never going to be the same. It was no longer just dirty talk, some wild fantasy to be enjoyed in the heat of passion and discarded without a thought afterwards. This was real. She really did own my cock.  
 
    “Oh my God,” Sophie giggled. The chastity device hung heavily from my trapped genitals as she released her grip, and stood. “This is so hot,” she said. The mattress sank under her weight as she climbed onto the bed above me. Peeling her pantie aside, she threw a leg over me and slid her pussy towards my face. “Time to lick your sister’s pussy, slave,” she grinned down at me as her wet sex approached my face. “You know what they say. Practice makes perfect.” 
 
    * 
 
    We live in different cities, in different states. Sophie is busy in med school, and I’m holding down a job on the bottom rung. We don’t get to see each other often. Not nearly as often as I would like. 
 
    But I live for these moments when we do. When she sweeps into my apartment like a conquering goddess, and makes me grovel and worship at her feet. I don[G62]’t care that she makes me wear pink panties. I don’t care that she keeps me leashed like an animal, ready to fulfill her depraved whims. I don’t care that she treats me like the slave I am, the slave she has turned me into.[G63] 
 
    All I care about is that, if I do exactly what she says, she just might let me cum. And I’ll do anything to make that happen, anything. And she knows it, and that’s what drives us both on in this twisted game we play. Once, Sophie was my high school crush, the unattainable girl I spent years pining after. But now, she’s part of my life. Dreams look very different up close. But perhaps the craziest thing of all is that I wouldn’t change it if I could. 
 
    I am my sister’s pussy slave. And I love every minute of it.  
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